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p RO LO GU E, 


Spoken by a Shabby Poet. 


E Gods ! what Crime had my 1 Father done, 
That you ſhould. make a Poet of his Son ? 
Or int for ſome great Services of his, * 
Yare pleas'd to compliment his Boy with this? 
[Shewing his Crown of Laurel. 
The Honour, I muſt needs confeſs, is great, 
If, with his Crown, you'd tell him where to eat. 
'Tis well— I have more Complaint— look here ! 
[Shewing his ragged Coat. 
Hark e: —— D'ye think this Suit good Winter Wear ? 
In a cold Morning; u at Lord's Gate, 
How you have let the Porter let me wait? 
Tou'll ſay, perhaps, you knew I'd get no harm, 
Ys d given me Fire enough to keep me warm. . 


7 World of Bleſſi ings t that 2 e o 

Without it I'd ne'er made this Princely Show, _ 

I have a Brother too, now in my ſight, 5 
[Looking behind the Ness 

4 buſy Man. amongſt us here to-night : | 

Your Fire has made him play a thouſand Pranks, 

For which, no doubt, you've had his daily Thanks 

He'as thank'd vom, firſt, for all his decent Plays, 

Where he ſo nick d it, when he writ for Praiſe. 

Next for his meddling with ſome Folks in Black, 

And W —— n upon his Backs, 


SS - For 


0 
N \ 
, (/// ATR on e 9 
* * 9 » ( "uy 2 "8 (Line's os A * 1 a. 9 3 


PROLOGUE. 
Vor building Houſes here t"oblige the Peers, 
And fetching all their Houſe about his Rar; 


For a new Play, he'as now thought fit to write, 
Ta. ſooth the Town —which. they ul damn to-night. 


Theſe Benefits are 7 4 no Man can doubt 
But he'll go on, and ſet your Fancy out, 

"Till for Reward of all his noble Deeds, 

At laſt. lite other ſprightly; Folks he ſpeeds : 

Has this great Recompence fix'd on his Brow 

At fam'd Parnaſſus; has your leave to bow 

And walk about the Streets —Equip'd—as Tam now. 


E PIL OG UE. 
8 poken by Mrs. Barry. 


'VE heard wiſe Men in Politics lay doum 

1 What Feats by little England might be done, £ 
Were all agreed, and ail would act as ore. 

Te Wives a uſeful Hint from this might take, 

The heavy, old, deſpotick Kingdom ſhake, 

And make your Matrimonial Monſieurs quake, 

Our Heads are feeble, and we're cramp'd by Laws; 

Our Hands are weak, and not too firong our Cauſe : 

Tet would thoſe Hiads and Hands, ſuch as they are, 0 


in Confed"racy reſolve on War, [ Dear. 
2 2 5 your T * ub Tue found my 
Mat only Two united can man 3 

u ve ſeen to-night, a Sample for your Uſe: 
Single, we found we nothing could obtain; 
Me join our Force === and we ſubdu'd our Men. 


* 


Believ⸗ 


„„ 


EPILOGUE. 


Balieve me (my dear Sex) they are not brave; 
Iry each your Man, you'll quickly find your Slave. 
1 know they'll make Campaigns, rick Blood and Life; # 
But this is a more terrifying Strife; | 
They'll fand a Shot, who'll tremble at a Wife. 
Beat then your Drums, and your ſhrill Trumpets ſound, 9 
Let all your Viſits of your Feats reſound, 
And Deeds of War in Cups of Tea go round: 


* 


, 
* 


The Stars are with you, Fate is in your hand, 


ſh'd half the Land; + 
Command. | * 
be. known, 


In twelve Months Time you u yoo 
Be wiſe, and keep em under yoo 
This Year will to your Glory long 


And deathleſs Ballads hand your Triumphs down; 


Tour late Atchievements ever will remain, 
For tho” you cannot boaſt of many ſlain, 
Your Pris'ners ſhew, you've made a brave Campaign. » 


3 
5 


Ar Dramatis 5 


1 


Dramatis Perſon r-. 


NM E N. 


Gripe, Two rich Money Scri- Mr. Leigh, 
Moneytrap, ? veners, Mr. Dogget.. 


Dick, a Gameſter, Son to Mrs. Amlet. Mr. Booth. 


Braſs, his Companion, «for. hbia? 0. ©... - 
2 de — ons Pte Pack. 


Clip, a Goldſmith, © Mr, Mime. 
Jeſſamin, Foot-boy to Clariſſa. | 


WOMEN. 
Clariſe, Wife to Gripe, an expenſive 


luxurious Woman, a great Admi- þ Barry. 
rer of Quality. 

Araminta, Wife to Moneytrap, 

intimate with Clariſſa, of the cnc Mrs. Porter. 

Humour, | 

Corinna, Daughter to Gripe by a for- 
mer Wife, a good Fortune, young, Mrs. . | 
and kept verycloſe by her Father. | 

Flippanta, Clariſſa's Maid, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

Mrs. Amlet, a Seller of all Sorts of "ON | 
private Affairs to the Ladies. F uu, Willi. 


Mrs. Cloggit, her Neighbour. Mrs. Baker. 


THE 


CONFEDERACY: 


ACTI SCENE K 
SCENE, Cevent- Garden. 
Enter Mrs. Amlet and Mrs. Cloggit, meeting. 


AMLET. 


POE O 0 D-morrow, Neighbour; ; good-mor- 
NIB row, Neighbour Cloggit / How does _ 


your Houſe this Mornin _ 1 
Ys s. * 


Clog. 8 
_ vou kindly ; how do you do, I 


| pra 
ink At the old Ne Neigbbour, poor and honeſt; | 
theſe are hard Times good lack, 
Clog. If they are hard with you, what are they with 


us? You have a good Trade going, all the great Folks : 


in Town help you off with your Merchandiſe. 
Am. Yes, they do help us off with 'em indeed; they | 


buy all. | 
Clog, 
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Clog. And 
Aml. For ſome. | 


* 


Clog. Well, tis a thouſand pities, Mre. Amlet, they 5 
are not as ready at one, as they are at t'other: For, 


not to wrong em, they give very good Rates. 


Aml. O for that, let's do 'em.Juſtice,. Neighbour ; - 


they never make two Words upon the Price, all they 
haggle about is the Day of Payment. aa 
Clog. There's all the. Diſpute, as you ſay. _ 


Aml, But that's a wicked one: For my part, Neigh- 
bour, 1'm juſt tir'd off my Legs with trotting after em, 


beſides, it eats out all our Pro Would you believe 


it, Mes. Cleggit, I have worn out four Pair of Pattins, 


with following my old Lady Youthful, for one Set of 
falſe Teeth, and but three Pots of Paint. 
Clog. Look yau there now. | 
Aml. It they wou'd but once let me get enough by 
em, to keep a Coach to carry me a dunning after em, 
there would be ſome Conſcience. in it. 


Clog. Ay, that were ſomething. But now you talk of 
Conſcience, Mrs. Amlet, how do you ſpeed amongſt 


your City Cuſtomers? 5 
Aml. My City Cuſtomers! Now by my Truth, 
Neighbour, between the-City and the Court(with Re- 
verence be it ſpoken) there's not a | 
My Ladies in the City, in Times paſt, were as full of 
Gold as they were of Religion, and as punctual in their 
Payments as they were in their Prayers; but ſince they 
have ſet their Minds upon Quality, adieu one, adieu 
r'other, their Money and their Conſciences are gone, 
Heaven knows where. There is not a Goldſmith's 
Wife to be found in Town, but's as hard-hearted as an 
antient Judge, and as poor as a towering Dutcheſs. 


* 


Quality, why don't their Husbands. make em mind 
their Shops? | 
Aml, Their Husbands! their Husbands, ſay'ſt thou, 
Woman? Alack, alack, they mind their Husbands, 
Neighbour. no more than they do a Sermon, 


Clog. 


to chooſe. 


Clog. But what the murrain have they to do with 


VCC 
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Cleg. Good lack aday, that Women born of ſober 
Parents, ſhould be prone to follow ill Examples! But 
now we talk of Quality,, whea did you-hear of your 
Son Richard, Mrs, Amlet? My Daughter Flip ſays 
ſhe met him t'other day ina lac'd Coat; with three fine 
Ladies, his Footman at his. heels, and as gay as-a 


Btidegroom. 


Am. 1s it poſpble? Ah the. Rogue Well Neigh- 


bour, all's well that ends well ? but Dick will de 


hang'd. 
Clog. That were pity. 


Ami. Pity indeed; for he's a hopeful young Man to 


look on; but he leads a Life + Well where 
he has it, Heay'n knows; but way he pays his Club 
with the beſt of em. 1 have ſeen him but once theſe 
three Months, Neighbour, and then the Varlet wanted 


, 
, 


4 


- 


Money; but 1 bid him march, and march he did to 


ſome purpoſe ; for in Jeſs than an Hour back comes 


my Gentleman into the Houſe, walks to and fro in 


the Room, with his Wig over his Shoulder, his Hat on 


one ſide, - whiſtling a Minuet, and toſſing a Purſe of Gold 
from one Hand to Yother, with no more Reſpect (Hea- 


ven bleſs us!) than if it had been an Orange. Sirrab, 
ſays I, where bave you got that? Heanſwers me neyer 


a word, but ſets his Arms a kimbo, cocks his _ | 
Hat in my, Face, turns about upon his ungracious Heel, 


as much as ſay Kiſs——and I've never ſet Eye on him 


ſince. 


Clog, Look you there now; to ſee what the Youth 
of this Age are come to! 

Ami. See what they will come to, aps. wg Hea- 
ven ſhield, I ſay; but. Dick's upon the gallop. Well, 
I muſt bid you good-morrow ; I'm going where I doubt 
] ſhall meet but a ſorry Welcome. | 

Clog. To get in fome old Debt, - I'll warrant you? 

Am Neither better nor worſe.- 

Clog. From a Lady of Quality? 


Aml. No, ſhe's but a Scrivener's Wife; but ſhe lives 


as well, and pays as ill, as the ſtatelieſt 'Counteſs of em 
1 | __ [ Exenunt ſeveral ways. 
Re Enter, 
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bot bd bt Enter Braſs ſolus. $24. 
Braſs. Well ſurely thro' the World's wide Extent, 
there never appear'd ſo impudent a Fellow as my School- 
fellow Dick, paſs himſelf upon the Town for a Gen- 
tleman, drop into all the beſt Company with an eaſy 
Air, asif his natural Element were in the Sphere of Qua- 
4 when the Rogue had a Kettle -Drum to his Father, 
who was hang'd for robbing a Church, and has a Pedlar 
to his Mother, who carries her Shop under her Arm. 
But here he comes. | | 


Enter Dick. Pe 
Dick. Well, Braſs, what News? Haſt thou given 
my Letter to Flippanta ? 
Bras. I'm but juſt come; I han't knock'd at the 
Door yet. But 1 have a damn'd Piece of News for 
Ou. g ; . 
5 Dick, As how ? | 
Breſs. We muſt quit this Country. 
Dick. We'll be hang'd firft. 
- -: Braſs. So you will if you ſtay. 
Dick. Why, what's the matter > 
Braſs. There's a Storm a coming. 
Dick. From whence ? So 
; "Braſs. From the worſt Point in the Compaſs, the 
Law. | . 
Dick. The Law! Why what have I to do with the 
Law ? EST. 
_ Braſs. Nothing; and therefore it has ſomething to do 
with vou. ; | ; 
Dick. Explain. | | 
.- - Braſs, You know you cheated a young Fellow at 
Picquet t'other Day, of the Money he had to raiſe bis 
Company. . | | Ein 
Dick, Well, what then? 
Braſs. Why, he's ſorry he loſt it. 
Dick, Who doubts that? wt 
Braſs, Ay, but that is not all, he's ſuch a Fool to 
think of complaining on't. | Z 
+ _ Dick. Then I muſt be ſo wiſe to ſtop his Mouth. 
Braſs. How? | | ; 


*% 


— 


Dick, 


, 
4 
, 
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- Dick, Give him a little back; if that won't do, ſtrangle 
Braſs. You are very quick in your Methods. 
Dick, Men muſt be ſo that will diſpatch Buſineſs. 
Braſs. Hark you, Colonel, your Father dy d in's Bed 2: 

J _ He might have done, if he had not been a 

00. eee asl dee 

Bras. Why, he robb'd a Chur en. 


Dick, Ay, but he forgot to make ſure of the Sexton, 


Braſs. Are not you a great Rogue? +'- 7 7 
Dick. Or I ſhould wear worſe Clothes. 


Life. 
Dick, And turn Ballad-Singer. 
Braſs, Not ſo neither. | 
2 What _ $1 8 a 4 818 
Braſs. Why, it you can get young Wench, re- 
form, and lie honeſty 2, „ +4 K264 #68 xi 
Dick. That's the way to be ſtarv dq. 
| Braſs. No, ſhe has Money enough to buy you a 


* * 


good Place, and pay me into the bargain for! helping 


er to ſo good a Match. You have but this Throw leit 
to ſave you, for you are not ignorant, Youngſter, that 
our Morals begin to be pretty well known about Town; 
ve a care your noble Birth and your honourable Rela- 
tions are not diſcover'd too; there needs but that to have 
you toſs'd in a Blanket, for the entertainment of the firlt 
Company of Ladies you intrude into; and then like a 
dutiful Son, you may daggle about with your! Mother, 


and ſell Paint: She's old and weak, and wants ſome- 
body to carry her Goods after her, How like a Dog will 


you look, witha Pair of plod Shooes, your Hair crop'd 
up to your Ears, and a Band- box under your Am? 
Dick. Why faith, Braſs, I think thou art in the right 


on't; I muſt fix my Affairs quickly; or Madam Fortune 


will be playing ſome of her Bitek- Tricks with me: 
Therefore II tell thee what we'll do; we'll purſue this 
old Rogue's Daughter heartily ; we'll cheat his Eamily to 
purpoſe, and they ſhall atone for the reſt of Mankind. 


| Braſs. Hark you, I would adviſe youto change your 


Braſs, 


— 


r Pg : 


* W 
Da = 2 * Ae reed, Eo re YE FE A OPIN 4 10 8 * 5 0 
R rr r r —l: 
- 


3 
2 2 


16- Lhe-CONFEDERACY. 
_ © Braſs. Have at her then, I'll about your Buſineſ, © 
preſently, | 
Dick. One Kiſs '—— and Succeſs attend thee. - 
So 3 Dick. 

Braſs. A t Rogue —— Well, I ſay nothing. Bur 
wt 4 — — into a poſture, be ſhall . 
ſigu and ſeal, or I'll have him tumbled out of the Houſe 
a Cheeſe. Now for Flippanta, [He knocks, 
| Enter Flippanta. . 

Flip, Who's that? Braſs!- 

Braſs. Flippanta / © 

Flip. What want you, Rogue's Face? 

Braſs. Is your Miſtreſs dreſs'd ? 

Flip. What, already: Is the Fellow drunk? 

Braſs. Why, with reſpect to her Looking-Glaſs, it's 
almoſt two. 

Flip. What then, Fool? 

Braſs. Why then it's time for the Miſtreſs of the 
Houſe to come dpwn, and look after her Family. 

Flip. Pry'thee don't be an Owl. Thoſe that go to 
Bed at Night may riſe in the Morning ; we that goto 
Bed in the Morning riſe in the Afternoon. 

Braſs. When does ſhe make her Viſits then? 

Flip. By- — wh it _ off a muddy Com- 
plexion ;- we Women hate inquiſitive Sunſhine : But do 
you know that my Lady is going to turn good Houſe- 
wife ? | 

Braſs, What, is ſhe going to die? 

Flip. Die! | 

Braſs. Why, that's the only way to fave Money for 
her Family. 

Flip. No; but ſhe has thought of a Project to ſave 


Chair-Hire.- 


Braſs. As bow? bs | 

Flip. Why all the Company fhe us'd to keep abroad 
ſhe now intends ſhall meet at her own Houſe. Your 
Maſter has advis'd her to ſet up a Baſſet-Table, 

Braſs. Nay, if he advis'd her to it, it's: right ; but 
Las ſhe acquainted her Hutband with it yet? 


Flig 


n 
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. What to do? When the Company meet, hel 
ſee them. xs : 
| +Braſs, Nay, that's true, as. you ſay, he'll know it 
ſoon enough. | 

Flip, Well, I muſt be gone; have you any Buſineſs 
with my Lady? : 

Braſs. Yes; as Ambaſſador from Araminta, I have 
a Letter for her. 


Flip. Give it me. 4 
Braſs, Hold —— and as firſt Miniſter of State to the 


Colonel, I have an Affair to communicate to thee. 
Flip. What is't? quick. | 

Braſs. Why he's in love. 

Flip. With what? | "© $55. .2 
Fraß. A Woman——and her Money together 

Flip. Who is ſhe? | is 

Braſs. Corinna. | 

Flip. What wou'd he be at? 

Braſs. At her——if ſhe's at leiſure. 

Flip. Which way ? 

Braſs, Honourably He has ordered me to 
demand her of thee in Marriage, 6 

Flip, Of me? | MOOT 45. ar hike 

Braſs. Why, when a Man of Quality has a ming to 
a City- Fortune, would'ſt have him apply to her Father 
and Mother ? | | 


| Flip. No. | | 
Braſs. No, ſo 1 think: Men of our end of the 


Town are better bred than to uſe Ceremony. With a 
long Periwig we ſtrike the Lady, with a you know- 
what we ſoften the Maid; and when the Parſon has done 
his Job, we open the Affair to the Family. Will you 
ſip this Letter into her Prayer- Book, my little Queen? - 
It's a very paſſionate one it's ſeal'd with a Heart and a 
Dagger; you may ſee by that what he intends to do 


with himſelf, | 
Flip. Are there any Verſes in it? If not, I Won't 


touch it, | 
Braſs. Nat one Word in Proſe, it's dated in Rhyme. 


r anon ut, 
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Flip. Well, but—haye you brought nothing elſe 2 


Braſs. Gad forgive me; I'm the forgetfulleſt Dog — 
1 have a Letter for you too here tis in a 


Purſe, but it's ia Proſe; you won't touch it. 


Flip. Yes, hang it, it is not good te be too 2 5 

Braſs. How uſeful a Virtue is Humility! Well, Child, 
we ſhall have an Anſwer to-morrow, ſhan't we: 

Flip. I can't promiſe you that; for our young Gen- 
tleweman is not ſo often in my way as ſhe would be. 
Her Father (who is a Citizen from the Foot to the 
Forehead of him) lets her ſeldom converſe with her 
Mother-in-law and me, for fear ſhe ſhould learn the 
Airs of a Woman of Quality. But I'll take the firſt 
Occaſion: See there's oy 2a. go in and deliver 
your Letter to her, | [Exeunt. 


| SCENE, A Parlour. 


Enter Clariſſa, follow'd by Flippanta and Braſs, 


© Clary. No Meſſages this Morning from any body, 
Flippanta? Lard, how dull that is? O, there's Bra// 
I did not ſee thee, Braſs. What News doſt thou bring! 
© Braſs. Only a Letter from Araminta, Madam, 
Clay. Give it me — open it for me, Flippanta, I 
am ſo lazy to-day. Sitting down, 

Braſs. . Flip.] Be ſure now you deliver my Maſter's 
as carefully as 1 do this, nds I. 0 nt 
Flip. Don't trouble thy ſelf, I'm no Novice, 
Clay. to Braſs.} Tis well; there needs no Anſwer, 
fince ſne Il be here ſo ſoon. 


— Braſs, Your Ladyſhip has no farther Commands 


then ? | 
Clar. Not at this time, honeſt Brajs. Flippanta / 
* wg | Exit Braſs, 
Flip. Madam. 
Clar. My Husband's in Love. 
Flip. In Love? 
Clar. With Araminta. 
Flip. Impoſlible ! 


Clay. 


d 1 . 
AST an As. zac ei 


L it not a moſt horrible thing that I ſhoul 
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Clar. This Letter from her, is to give me an Ac» 
count of it. | ut Frith 
Flip, Methinks you are not very much alarm d. 
Clar. No; thou know'ſt I'm not much tortur d with 
Jealouſy, i 


Flip. Nay, you are much in the right on't, Madam, 
for Jealouſy's a City- Paſſion, tis a thing unknown à- 


mongſt People of Quality. | 
Clar. Fy! A Woman muſt indeed be of a mecha- 
nick Mould, who is either troubled or pleas'd with a- 
ny thing her Husband can do to her. DPr'ythee men- 
tion him no more; tis the dulleſt Theme. 
Flip. Tis ſplenetick indeed. But when once you 
open your Balſet-Table, I hope that will put him out 


of your Head. 


Clar. Alas, Flippanta, I begin to grow weary even 
of the Thoughts of that too. ; 
Flip. How fo? ?!?!?! 


Clay. Why, I have thought on't a Day and a Night 


already, and four and twenty Hours, thou know ſt, 4s 
enough to make one weary'of any thing. 


Flip. Now, by my Conſcience, you have more Wo- 


man in you than all your Sex together: You never 
know what you would have. 1. 
Clar. Thou miſtakeſt the Thing quite, Ialways know 
what I lack, but I am never pleas'd with what | have. 
The Want of a thing is perplexing enougb, but the Foſ- 
ſeſſion of it is intolerabe ne nnd? 
Flip. Well, 1 don't know what you are made of, but 


other Women would think themſelves bleſt in your Caſe; 


handſome, witty, lov'd by every body, and of ſo happy 


2 Compoſure, to care a Fig for no body. Tou have no 


one Paſſion, but that of your Pleaſures, and you have 


in me a Servant devoted to all your Deſires, let them 


be as extravagant as they will: Yet all this is nothing; 


you can ſtill be out of Humour. 


Clar. Alas, I have but too much Cauſe; 


Flip. Why, what have you to complain of? 16 


Clar. Alas, I have more Subjects for Spleen than one: 
d be but a 
Scrivener's. 


—— —— — — 
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Scrivener's Wife ? — Come, ——-don't flatter me, 
2 you think Nature deſign'd me for ſomething plas 
te? | 
Flip. Nay, that's certain; but on th'other ſide, me- 
thinks, you ought to be in ſome meaſure content, ſince - 


Fou live like a Woman of — tho you are none. 
e 


Clar. O fy! the very Quinte 

Flip. What's that ? 

Clar. Why, I dare abuſe no body: I'm afraid to af. 
front People, tho' I don't like their Faces; or to ruin 
their Reputations, tho' they pique me to it, by taking 
ever ſo much pains to preſerve em: I dare not raiſe a 
Lye of a Man, tho' he neglects to make love to me; 
nor report a Woman to be a Fool, tho' ſhe's handſomer 
than I am. In ſhort, I dare not ſo much as bid my 


nce of it is wanting. 


Footman kick the People out of doors, tho' they come 


to ask me for what I owe them. 
Flip. All this is very hard indeed. 
Clar. - Ab, Hlippanta, the Perquiſites of Quality are of 

an unſpeakable Value. 
Flip. They are of ſome Uſe, I muſt confeſs; but we 


muſt not expect to have every thing. You have Wit 


and Beauty, and a Fool ro your Husband : Come, come, 


Madam, that's a good Portion for one. 


Clar. Alas, what ſignifies Beauty and Wit, when one 
dares neither Jilt the Men, nor abuſe the Women? 'Tis 


a ſad thing, Flippanta, when Wit's confin'd, 'tis worſe 


than the Riſing of the Lights; I have been ſometimes 
|, and durſt not cough it up 

for want of being a Counteſs. 

Flip. Poor Lady! 

Clar. O! Liberty is a fine thing, Flippanta; it's 2 
t Help in. Converſation to have leave to ſay what 
one will. I have ſeen a Woman of Quality, who has 
not had one Grain of Wit, entertain a whole Company 
the moſt agreeably in the World, only with her Malice. 
Bur tis in vain to repine, I can't mend my Condition, 
till my Husband dies; ſo I'll ſay no more on't, but 
think of making the moſt of the State 1 am in. 


Flip... 


1 ”P „ wwe .. 


while, for all that. 
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Flip, That's your beſt way, Madam; and in order to 


it, pray conſider how you'll get ſome ready Money 


to {et your Baſſet-Table a going; for that's neceſſary. 
Clar. Thou ſay'ſt true; but what Trick I ſhall play 
my Husband to get ſome, I don't know: For my Pre. 
tence of loſing my Diamond Necklace has put the Man 
into ſuch a Paſſion, I'm afraid he won't hear Reaſon, 
Flip. No matter; he begins to think tis loſt in ear- 
neſt : So 1 fancy you may venture to ſell it, and raiſe 
Money that way. „ 
& Clar. That can't be, for he has left odious Notes 
with all the Goldſmiths in Town. | 1 
Flip. Well, we muſt pawn it then. 
Clar. I'm quite tir d with dealing with thoſe Pawns 
brokers. | | 
Flip, I'm afraid you'll continue the Trade a great 
[Aſide. 


Enter jeſſimin. 


Jeſſ. Madam, there's the Woman below that ſells 
Paint and Patches, Iron-Bodice, falſe Teeth, and all 
ſorts of things to the Ladies; I can't think of her 
Name. | | 

Flip. 'Tis Mrs, Amlet, ſhe wants Money, 

Clar. Well, I han't enough for my ſelf, it's an un- 
reaſonable thing ſhe ſhould think I have any for ber. 

Flip, She's a troubleſome Jade. | 

Clar. So are all People that come a dunning: : 

Flip, What will you do with her? | EP 

Clar, I have juſt now thought on't. She's very rich, 
I Woman is, Flippanta, I'll borrow ſome Money of 

. 5 5 | 

Flip. Borrow! Sure you jeſt, Madam. 

Clar, No, I'm in earneſt; I give thee Commiſſion 
to do it for me 3 1 | 

Flip, Me! | E 0 | 
_ Clar, Why doſt thou ftare, and Icok fo ungainly? 
Don't I ſpeak to be underſtood? __ 

Flip. Yes, I underſtand you well enough; but Mrs. 


r a 


Clar. 
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” 


22 The CONFEDERACY. 


Clar. But Mrs, Amlet muſt lend me ſome Money, 
where ſhall I have any to pay her elſe? _ | 

Flip. That's true; I neyer thought of that truly, 
But here ſhe is. : | | | 
| Enter Mrs. Amlet. 

Clar. How d'you do? How d'you do, Mrs. Amlet : 
I han't ſeen you theſe thouſand Years, and yet I believe 
I'm down in your Books. | 

Aml. O, Madam, I don't come for that, alack. 

Flip, Good-morrow, Mrs. Amlet. 

Aml. Good-morrow, Mrs, Flippanta. 2 

Clar. How much am I indebted to you, Mrs. Amlet? 

Am. Nay it a Lady ſhip deſires to ſee your Bill, 
I believe 1 may have it about me. — There, Madam, 
if it ben't too much Fatigue to you to look it over. 

Clar. Let me ſee it, for J hate to be in debt, where 
lam obliged to pay. { Aſide] — Reads] Imprimis, 


For bolſtering out the Counteſs of Cramp's left Hip —— 


O fy, this does not belong to me. 3 

Aml. I beg your Lady ſhip's pardon. I miſtook in- 
deed; tis a Counteſs's Bill I have writ out to little 

rpoſe. * I furniſh'd her two Years ago with three 
Pair of Hips, and am not paid for them yet : But ſome 
are better Cuſtomers than ſome. There's your Lady- 
ſhip's Bill, Madam. 

Clar. For the Idea of a new-invented Commode —— 


Ay. this may be mine, but tis of a prepoſterous N 


Do you think I can waſte time to read every Article, 


Mrs, Amlet? 1'd as lief read a Sermon. 


Aml, Alack-a-day, there's no need of fatiguing your 
ſelf at that rate; caſt an Eye only, if your Honour 
pleaſes upon the Sum Total. Fes 

Clar. Total; fifty fix Pound — and odd things. 
Flip. But ſix and fifty Pound! 5 

Anl. Nay, another body would have made it twice 
as much, but there's a Bleſſing goes along with a mo- 
derate Profit, a 

Clar. Flippanta, go to my Caſhier, let him give you 
fix and fifty Pound. Make haſte : Don't you hear me? 
ſix and fifty Pound, Is it ſo difficult to be compre- 


hended ? Flip. 
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Flip. No, Madam, I, 1 comprehend ſix and fifty 
y. Pound, but 
Clar. But go and fetch it then, 
Flip. What ſhe means, I don't know; [4fode.] but 1 
t? ſhall, I ſuppoſe, before I bring her the Money. ¶ Ex. Flip, 
ve Clar. FSerig her Hair in a Pocket Glaſs. | The 
Trade you follow gives you a great deal of Trouble, F 
Mrs, Amlet. 9 
Aml. Alack-a-day, a World of Pain, Madam, and 2 


you there's ſmall Profit, as your Honour ſees by your ö 
* Bil þ 


I, Clar, Poor Woman! Sometimes you have great jo 
n, Loſſes, Mrs, Amlet? 1 
Aml. I have two thouſand Pounds owing me, of 4 

re which I ſhall never get ten Shillings. i 

35 Clar. Poor Woman: You have a great Charge of 1 

Children, Mrs, Amie? i 
| Aml, Only one wicked Rogue, Madam, who, 1 

5 think, will break my Heart. 

e Clar. Poor Woman! 

e Ami. He'll be hang'd, Madam that will be 

© the end of him. Where he gets it, Heav'n knows; 

Fo but he's always ſhaking his Heels with the Ladies, 


and his Elbows with the Lords. He's as fine as a 
- Prince, and as gim as the beft of them; but the un- 
4 gracious Rogue tells all he comes near that his . 
, is dead, and I am but his Nurſe. 
 Clar, Poor Woman! 


r  Aml. Alas, Madam, he's like the reſt of the Woes; 
r every body's for appearing to be more than they are, - 1 
| and that ruins all. | 


Clar. Well, Mrs. Amlet, ye” excuſe me, I havea 

little Buſineſs, Flippanta will bring you your Money | 
7 preſently. Adieu. Mrs. Amlet. [Exit Clariſſa. " 
Anl. I return your Honour many Thanks. | 1 
Sela,] Ah, there's my good Lady, not ſo much as 1 
read her Bill; if the reſt were like her, I ſhould ſoon 
have 3 enough to go as * as Dick himſelf. | 


Enter 


. FF ow ws 
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Enter Dick. | 1 


Dict. Sure Flippanta muſt have _ my Letter 
this _ 141 long to know how it has been re- 


ved. 
Aml. Miſericord! what do I ſee! 
Dick. Fiends and Haggs the Witch my Mother! 
Aml. Nay, tis he; 4 my poor Dick, what art thou 
doing hert ? 
Dick, What a Misfortune | [Aſode. 
Aml, Good Lard! how thou art bravely deck d. But 
it's all one, I am thy Mother ſtill; and tho* thou art a 
wicked Child, Nature will ſpeak, I love thee ſtill, ah, 
Dick, my poor Dick, [ Embracing him. 
Dick, B and Thunder! will you ruin me ? * 
5 | 2 Breaking from her. 
Al. Ah, the blaſphemous Rogue, how he ſwears! 
Dick. You deſtroy all my Hopes. 
Aml. Will your Mather's Kiſs deſtroy you, Varlet ? 
Thou art an ungracious Bird; kneel down, and ask me 
Bleſſing, Sirrah. | e 
Dick. Death and Furies! . 
Aml. Ab, he's a > v4 young Man, ſee what a Shape 
be has: ab, poor hi d. N 
[Running to embrace him, he ſtill avoiding her. 
Dick. Oons keep off, tbe Woman's mad. If any body 
comes my Fortune's loſt. | 
Aml. What Fortune, ha? ſpeak Graceleſs. Ah Dick, 


thou'lt be hang'd, Dick. 


(0 Good dear Mother now, don't call me Dick 
Aml. Not cill thee, Dick! 1s it not thy Name? 
What ſhall 1 call thee? Mr. Amlet? ha! Art not thou 
a prefumptuous Raſcal? Hark you, Sirrah, 1 hear of 
our Tricks; you diſown me for your Mother, and 


fay I am but your Nurſe. Is not this true? 


Dick. No, I love you; I "__ you; [Taking her 
Hand.] I am all Duty, But if you diſcover me here, 
ruin the fai eſt Proſpe& that Man ever had. 

Aml. What Proſpect? ha! Come, this is a Lye 


now. 
Dick, 


m about a. great Fortune. I'll brin 
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Dick. No, my honour'd Parent, what 1 ſay is true, 
you home a 
Danghrer-in-Law, in a Coach and ſix Horſes, if n 
but be quiet: I can't tell you more now. 
Aml. 1s it poſſible! 11 Yrs. 
Dick, Tis true, by Jupiter. 1 
Aml. My dear Lad „ 
Dick. 5 1 1 8 1 k 
Al. But tell me, Dich ——— ?“h) 
| * Ill follow you bome i in lena, — tel 
ou A * 47 xfilk 2 
F Aml. What a Shape is e ri: Þ : 
Dick. Pray Mother go. | 
Aml. I mult receive ſome Money here fic," which 
ſhall go for thy — comin 7 


Dick. Here's ſom 7 coming; s. death. ſhe'll be- 


$3 > 
„ * 


tray me. i 
: Enter Fli panta. [He makes Signs to hs Mother. 
Dick, morrow, dear Flippanta; how da all 
the Ladies within? n 


Flip. At your bervice, Colonel; as far a leaſt 25 my 


Intereſt goes. 


Aml. Colonel! Law you now, how Dick's 4 
ſpected! |  [4ſide. 

Dick., Waiting for thee, Flippants; I was | 
Acquaintance with this old Gentle woman here. 


Al. The pretty Lad, he's ann . 


Dick. Who is this good Woman, Flig ant, 
Flip. A Gin of all Trades; an old da Cheat, that 


hobbles about from Houſe to Houſe to — the Ladies 


of their Money. 1 have a {mall n of n in my 
. Pocket, Colonel. : 


Dick. An Anf wer to my Leutet ' 1 100 . 

Flip. 80 uick indeed! — it's your Letter i it 4 
Dick, Haſt thou not given it then yet? - 

Hip. I han't had an — but — loag 


firſt. Won't yougo in and ſee my Lady? 


Dick. Yes, I'll go make her à ſhort: Vide, he. 


dear Flippanta, don't forget: * Life and Fortune are 
in your hands. B Fl. 


HD 
3, 
$3 

J 


2 "oy — y 
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ell-bred Gentleman this, Mrs, Fiepanta. Pray whom 


won 4 thoufand 'Potinds; med 'ruther die in a Goa), 
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Flip. Ne er fest, I'll take cate of em. 

Aml. How he traps em; kt Dict alone. Lk 

Dick. Tour Servant, your Madam. {To his Mother. 
[Exit Dick. 

Aml. Your Honour's moſt devored.—A pretty, eivil, 


may he be? 

Flip. A Man of great Note; Colonel 9 
ml. It it poſſible! I have heard mucho bim indeed, 
but never ſt Him before: One may ſee Quality i in eve- 

Limb of him: He's a fine Man truly. 

Flip. I think ye in love with him, Mrs. Amler. 

Aml, Alas, thoſe Days are fone with me; bur if 
IJ wete as fair us 1 was once, and had as much 
as ſome Folks, Colonel ſhould nor eateh Cold 
For want of a Bedfellow. 1 love your Men of Rank, 
they have — in their Air does ſo diftingoifh 
"em from the Raſcal 

Flip. People of pes = 

7 — if — had way, a ye — more' * 
want of that, they are fore'd to do Things Ls 
Souls are aſham'd of. For — my 


= 


up. 1 by her 
Well, 2 it not to 
— How can thar be? N pay you. 

Klip, 1 don't know; her mh keeper s but of bu- 
mor, he ſays he has no Money. 

Aml. Whine 126 227 — of Vermin is 2 
Ca ſh-keeper! Tell he has no Money! 
"Now, Mrs. ——. you you way fee hls egy are full, 
his being ſo 
Flip. If they are, there's no help fort; bell do 


what he pleaſes, till he comes to make up his yearly 


Accounts. 
Aml. But Madam plays ſometimes, vo \whith ſhe 


"hes ood Fortune, ſhe 'miy pay me out of ber Win- 


nings, 
Hy. O neter think of that, Mrs. Ambler ; if ſhe bad 


than 
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than pay off a Farthing with it : Play-Money, Mrs. 
Amlet, amongſt People of Quality, is a ſacred pla of 
and not to be profan'd. The deux —— "tis 
crated to their Pleaſures, twould be Sacrilege to pay 
their Debts with it. | "a. . 
Aml. Why what ſhall we do chen? For I han't one 
penny to buy Bread. 1 
Flip. —— I'll teil you—it juſt dow comes in my 
Head: I know my Lady has a little occaſion for Mo- 
ney, at this time ſo . if you lend her 
a hundred Pound — do you ſee, then ſhe may pay you 
your ſix and fiſty out of it. | Ti 
Ami. Sure, Mrs. Flippanta, you think to make 2 
if Fool of me. | | n 
Flip. No, the Devil fetch me if I do— You fhall 
have a Diamond Necklace in Pawn. „ OT 
Al. O ho, a Pawn! That's another Caſe, And 
when muſt ſhe have this Money? © 
Flip. In a quarter of an Hour. din 
Ami. Say do more. Bring the Necklace to my Houſe, 
it ſhall be ready for you. r 
Flip. 1'll be with you in a moment. 
Aml, Adieu, Mrs. Flippanta. 


Hip. Adieu, Mrs. mics, _ [Exit Amlet. 
Flippanta ſola. | 


So—- this ready Money will make us all happy. This 
Spring will ſet our t going, and thats a Wheel 
will turn twenty others. My Lady's young and hand- 
ſome; ſhe'll have a dozen Intrigues upon her hands, 
before ſhe has been twice at her Prayers. So much 
the better; the more the Griſt, the richer the Miller. 
do Sure never Wench got into ſo hopeful a Place: Here's 
arly Fortune to be ſold, a Miſtreſs to be debauch'd, and 
a Maſter to be ruin'd/* H 1 don't feather my Neſt, 


* = 


and get a good Husband, I deſerye to die, both a Maid 


2 


| Ba i Ae. WET 
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SCENE, Mr. | Gripe's Houſe 


Enter Clarif and Dick, 4 
l Clar, HAT in the Name of Dullneſs is the mat- Þ | 
=. ter with you, Colonel? You are as ſtudi- 
= ous as a crack'd Chymiſt, | 41 
= Dick. My Head, Sa. & full of your Husband. in 
= _ T wort Furniture for a Head in the Uni 1 
; bar 
Dick. Iam thinking of his Paſſion — yous Friend and 
Araminta. hin 
Clar. Paſſion! —— Dear Colonel, give it a leſs vice his 
lent Name. 1 
Enter Braſs. he' 


Dick. Well, Sir, what want you? 
.** Braſs. The Affair I told you of goes ill. "tt Dick 7 
aſide.] There's an Action out. 2 

Dick. The Devil there is! -- | 
_ Clar. What News brings Braſs ? Ko 

Dick. Before Gad | can't tell, Madam; the Dog will 1 li. 

nevet ſpeak out. My Lord what d'y* call him waits 
tor me at my Lodging: Is not thatie? 
Bra. Yes, Sit. „ 
Diek. Madam, I ask your pardon 

-- Clar. Your beryaar, ir. ee Dick and Braſs, 
1 TT n down, 


A e e 
% e 
Clar. Where's Corinnat Call hee « to me, if her Fa- 


ther han't lock'd her up: I want her Com we. 
„. Madam, her Guitar-Maſter is with 
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Clay, Plſhaw! ſhe's taken up with her impertigent 
Guitar Man. Flippanta ſtays an Age with that old 
Fool, Mrs. Amlet. And Araminta, before ſhe can 


come abroad, is ſo long a placing her Coquet-Patch, 


that | muſt be a Year without Company, How in- 
ſupportable is a moment's Uneaſineſs to a Woman 

Spirit and Pleaſure! . | 
| Enter Flippanta, 


o, art thou come at laſt? Pr ythee, Flippanta, learn to 


move a little quicker, thou know'ſt how impatient I am. 
Flip. Yes, when you expect Money: If you had ſent me 


to buy a Prayer-Book, you'd have thought I had flown. 


Clar. Well, haſt thou brought me any, after all? 3 
Flip. Ves, I have brought ſome. There [Giving ber 
4 Purſe.] the old Hag has ſtruck off her Bill, the reſt is 
in that Purſe, "IOW | | 

Clar. Tis well; but take care,  Flippanta, my Huſ- 
band don't ſuſpect any thing of this, twould vex him, 
and 1 don't love to make him uneaſy : So I would you 
him theſe little ſort of Troubles, by keeping em from 


his Knowledge. 


Flip. See the Tenderneſs ſhe has for him, and yet 
he's always a'complaining of you. a , 
Clar. Tis the nature of em, Flippanta; a Husband 
isa growling Animal. wen eee, 
Flip. How exactly you define m-! re 
Clar. O! I know em, Flippanta: though I confeſs 
my poor Wretch, diverts me ſometimes with his fl. 
Humours, I wiſh he wou'd quarrel with me to-day 
a little, to paſs away the time, for 1 find my ſelf in 3 
violent Spleen. _. e e 
Flip. Why, if you pleaſe to drop your felf in his way, 
fix to four but he ſcolds one Rubbers with ou. 
| Clay, Ay, but thou know'ſt he's as uncertain as tHe 
Wind, and if inſtead of quarrelling with me, he ſhou't 
chance to be fond, he'd make me as ſick as a Dog. * 
Flip. If he's kind, you muſt provoke him, if he kif- 
les you, ſpit in his Face. n 
Clar. Alas! when Men are in the kiſſing Fit, (like 
Lap. Dogs) they take that for a Fayour. Jinks an 
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Flip. Nay, then I don't know what you'll do with him 

Clar, I'll e'en do notbing at all with him 
Flippanta ! [Yawnin, 

Flip. Madam, 

Clar. My Hoods and Scarf, and à Coach to the Doo. 

Flip. Why, whither are you going? 

Clay. I can't tell yet, but I wou'd go fpend ſont 
Money, fince | have it. 
Flip. Why, you want nothing that I know of. 

Clar. How aukward an Obje@ion now is that, as i 
a Woman of Education bought things becauſe fhe want. 
_ ed em. Quality always diſtinguiſhes it ſelf; and there. 
fore, as the mechanick People buy things, becauſe they 
have occaſion for em, you fee Women of Rank alway: 
buy things, becauſe they have nor accafron for em. Novi 
there, Flippanta, you ſee the difference between a Wo- 
man that has breeding, and one that has none, O bo, 
here's Araminta come at laſt, | | 8 

| Enter Ataminta. 
Lard, what a tedious while you have let me expect you! 
I was afraid you were not well; how d'y* do to-day? 
Aram. As well as a Woman can do, that has nc 


dept all 


ever. | | 
Aram, O, "tis not a little thing will make a Woman 
of my Vigour look drowſy, 
Clar. But pr'ythee what was't diſturb'd you ? 
Aram. Not your Husband, don't trouble your ſelf; 
at leaſt, I am notin love with him yet. ; 
Clar. Well remember'd, I had quite forgot that mat 


"ie. 1 yo much Joy, you have made a noble 


e 

Aram. But now I have ſubdu'd the Country, praſ 
is it worth my keeping? You know the Ground, 70 
have try'd it. 

Clar. 4 barren Soil, Heaven can tell. | 
Aram. Let if it were well cultivated, it would pre 
. duce ſomething to my knowledge. Do you know 1 

in my power to ruin this poor thing of yours? H 

whole Eftate is at my Setvice. Fl 


Night. i 
Hip. Merkinks, Madam, you are pretty well awake, 


a =» Ay ms $$ aaa © 


= 


Flip, Cadsfiſh, ſtrike him, Madam, and let my La- 
dy | $9 your halves. There's no Sin in plundering a 
Husband, ſo bis Wife has ſhare of the Booty, | 
Aram, Whenever ſhe gives me her 88 I fhall 
be very ready to obey em. 

Clear, Why, as odd a thing as ſuch a Project may ſeem, 
Araminta, | believe 1 ſhall have a little ferious Diſcourſe 
with you about it, But pr'ythee tell me how you have 
paſs'd the Night? For | am ſure your Mind has been ro- 
ving upon ſome pretty thing or other. | 
Aram. Why, I have been ftudying all the ways my 
Brain could produce to plague my Husband. : 

Clar, No wonder indeed you look fo freſh this 
23 after the Satisfaction of ſuch pleaſing Ideas 

— 
Aram. Why, can a Woman do Teſs than ſtudy Miſ- 
Chief, when ſhe has tumbled and toſs'd her ſelf into a 


burning Fever, for want of Sleep, and ſees a Fellow lie 


fnoring by her, ſtock- ſtill, in a fine breathing Sweat? 
lar. Now ſee the difference of Women's Temperss 
If my Dear wou'd make but one Nap of his whole 
Life, and only waken to make his Will, I ſhow'd be 
the h ieft Wife in the Univerſe, But we'll diſcourſe 
more of ' theſe matters as we go, for 1 muſt make @ 
tour among the Shops. ; | 
Aram. | have a Cvach waits at the Door, we'll tall 
of 'em as we rattle along. b 
Clay, The beſt place in Nature, for you know a 
Hackney- Coach is a natural Enemy to a Husbanc. 
| | . —_ [Ex, Clar. and Aram, 
Flippanta ſola. SEO. | 
What a lirtle pair of amiable Perfons are there; 
gone to hold a Council of War together! Poor Birds! 
What wou'd they do with their Time, if the plaguing 

their Husbands did not help 'em to Employment! Well, 
# 1dteneſs be the Root of all Evil, then Matrimony's 
good for ſomething, for it ſers many a poor Waman 


ork. But here comes Mifs, I hope I ſhall help ber 
ON And when ſhe's Gow 


into the Holy State too ere long. 
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em, I'm miſtaken, Han't Lloſt the Letter I'm to give 
ber: — No, here tis; ſo, now we ſhall fee how 


pure Nature will work with her, for Art ſhe knows 


none yet. 0 | 
| Enter Corinna. 
Cor. What does my Mother-in-Law want with me, 


 Fiippanta? They tell me, ſhe was asking for me. 


Flip. She's juſt gone our, ſo I ſuppoſe *rwas no great 
Buſineis. | | 4 

Cor. Then I'll go into my Chamber again. 

Flip. Nay, hold a Ittle if you pleaſe. 1 have ſome 


| Buſineſs with you my felf, of more Concern than what 


the had to fay to you. | 
Cor. Make haſte then, for you know my Father won't 
let me keep you Company; he ſays, you'll ſpoil me. 
Flip. 1 ſpoil you! He's an unworthy Man to- give 


you ſuch ill impreſkons of a Woman of my Honour. 


Cor. Nay never take it to heart, Flippanta, for 1 
don't believe a word he ſays, But he does ſo plague 
me wick his continual Scolding, I'm almoſt weary of 
my Lite. | 

Flip. Why, what is't he finds fault with? | 
Cor. Nay, I don't know, for I never mind him; 
when he has babbled for two Hours together, methinks 
I have heard a Mill going, that's all. It does not at 
all change my Opinion, Flippanta, it only makes my 


Head ache. 


Flip. Nay, if you can bear it ſo, you are not to be 
pity'd ſo much as I thought. | TI, 
Cor, Not pity'd! Why is it not a miſerable thing, 
ſuch a young Creature as I am ſhou'd be kept in per- 
petual Solitude, with no other Company but a parcel 
of old fumbling Maſters, to teach me Geography, Arith- 
metick, Philoſophy, and ' a thouſand -uſeleſs Things! 
Fine Entertainment, indeed, for a young Maid at lix- 


teen! methinks one's time might be better employ'd. 


Flip. Thoſe things will improve your Wit. 3 
Cor. Fiddle, faddle ; han't I Wit enough already! 


My Mother - in-Law has learn'd none of this Trumpery, 
and is pot ſhe. as happy as the Day is long? 


"Flop. 


* % 
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Flip. Then you envy her, I find? 7 
Cor, And well I may. Does ſhe not do what ſhe 
has a mind to, in ſpite of her Husband's Teeth? 
Fi Look you there now. [ Aſide] if ſhe has not 
already conceived that, as the ſupreme Bleſſing of 


ife, 

Cor. I'll tell you what, Flippanta; if my Mother - in- 

Law would but ſtand by me a little, and encourage 

me, and let me keep her Company, I'd rebel againſt 

| my Father to-morrow, and throw all my Books in the 

| Fire, Why, he can't touch a Groat of my Portion; do 
you know that, Rc ing OS TAL 
Flip. 80 —— I ſhall: ſpoil ber [ 4/de] Pray Heaven 
the Girl don't debauch nme. 1 
Cor. Look you: In ſhort, he N think what he 


8 pleaſes, he may think himſelf wiſe; but Thoughts are 

ree, and I may think in my. turn, I'm but a Gul tis 
l true, and a Fool too, if you believe him; but let him 
4 know, a fooliſh Girl may make a Wiſe Man's Heart 
f ache; ſo he had as good be quiet -— Now it's out 


Flip. Very well, I love to ſee a young Woman have 
Spirit, it's a ſign. ſhe'll come to ſomething, , 


Cor. Ah, Flippanta, if you wou'd but encourage me, 
4 you'd find me quite another thing. I'm a devililh Girl 
it in the bottom; I wiſh you'd but let me make one 2 


y mongſt you. | 
Flip. That never can be, till you are marry'd. Come, 

examine your Strength a little, Do you think, you 
durſt venture upon a Husband ? * 

Cor. A Husband! Why a if you wou'd but en- 
courage me. Come, Flippants, be a true Friend now. 
I'll give you Advice, when I have got a little more 
Experience. Do you in your very Conſcience and Soul 
think I am old enough to be marry' d? 12 

Flip. Old enough! Why you are fixteen, are you: 
not ? 3 | | 
Cor. Sixteen! I am Sixteen, two Months, and odd 
Days, Woman. I keep an exact Account. 
Flip. The duce you re 


a - ; 
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Cor. Why, do you then truly and ſincerely think 1 
am old —＋ , 4 | 

Flip. I do upon my Faith, Child. 

Cor. Why then to deal as fairly with you, Flippan- 
ta, as you do wich me, I have thought fo any time 
theſe three Years. 

Flip. Now 1 find you have more Wit than ever 1 
thought you had; and to ſhew you what an Opinion 
1 have of 3 Diſcretion, 1'll ſhew you a thing I 
thoughr to have thrown in the Fire. 

Cor, What is it, for Jupiter's ſake? 


Flip. Something will make your Heart chuck within 


Cor. dear Flippanta / 
Flip. What do you think it is? 

Cor. 1 don't know, nor I don't care, but I'm mad 
to have it. * 5 | 

Flip. It's a four-corner'd Thi 

Cor. What, like a Cardinal's Cap? 

Fl p.. No, tis worth a whole Conclave of em. How 
do you like it? Shewing the Latter, 

Cor. O Lard, a Letter Is there ever a Token 


in it? | 


Flip. Yes, anda precious one too. There's a hand- 
ſome young Gentleman's Heart. | 

Cor. A handſome young Gentleman's Heart? 
Nay, then it's time to look graye. LA fas 

Flip. There. | | 

Cor. I ſhan't touch it. 

Flip. What's the matter now? 

Cor, I ſhan't receive ir. 

Flip, Sure you jeſt. | 

Cor. You'll find 1 don't. I anderſtand myſelf better, 


than to take Letters, when 1 don't know who they 


e Mp 
Flip. I'm afraid I commended your Wit too ſoon, 
Cr. Tris all one, 1 ſhan't touch it, unleſs 1 know 

who it comes from. 6 | 
Flip. Hey-day ! open it and you'll fee, 
Cor. Indeed I ſhall not. | 


xlp 


S & 


Ne Co EBE AA. ir 
. Il Well — then 1 muſt return it where 1 ha# 


wy That won't ſerve your turn, Madam. My Fa 
on muſt have an r this. 1 
ip. Sure — are not in earneſt? 
. find I am. 5 

Thy. So, here's fine Work. This 'tis to deal witly 
Girls before they come to know the diſtinction 
Sexes. 

Cor. Confeſs who you had it from, and perha 1. 
for this once, 1 Myer tell my Father. e. 

Flip. Why then ſince it muſt out, twas the Colonel 
Bue why are you ſo ſcrupulous, Madam? 

Cor. Becauſe if it had come from any body elſe — 
1 would not have given a Farthing for it, 

 [Twirching it eagerly out of her Hand! 

FI. Ah, my dear little Rogue, {Kiſſing ber.] Yow 
frighten'd me out of my Wits. 

Cor. Let me read ir, let me read it, let me read it, 


let me read it, I ſay, Um, um, um, Cypid's „, um, um, 


um, Darts, um, um, um, Beauty, um, rms, um, 
um, um, Angel, um Goddeſs, um [ Kiſſing the Let. 
ter.] um, um, um, trueſt Lover, hum, um, ErerngÞ 
Conſtancy, um, um, um, Cruel, um, um, um, Nack, 
um, um, Tortures, um, um, fifty Daggers, um, urn, 
bleeding Heart, um, um, dead Man. | 

Very well, a mighty civil Letter I promiſe” on; not 
one ſmutty word in it: l' go lock it u upp my mb-box.. 

Flip. Well — but what does he fay to you?” 


Cor. Not a word of News, Flippanta; tis all about 


Buſtneſs, 

Flp, Does he not tell you he's in love with you 

Ay, but he told me that before, 

E. How ſo? He never ſpoke to you. 
Cer. He ſent me word dy his Eyes, 
Pip, Did he fo? mighty * T thought you! kad! 
been to _— that Language. 

Cor. O, 2 ought wro Flipha 4. What, 
becauſe T don't «viking, uw fee "Ward; you 
onſider, Flip-- 


think I know no But you ſhou'd c 
. Nantes 
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panta, that the more one's alone, the more one thinks; 


and tis thinking that improves a Girl. I'll have you 
to know, when I was younger than I am now, by 
more than I'll boaſt of, I thought of Things would have 
made you ſtare again. | 

Flip. Well, ſince you are ſo well vers'd in your Bu- 
ſineſs, 1 ſuppoſe I need not inform you, that it you 
don't write your Gallant an. Anſwer be'll die. 

Cor. Nay, now, Flippanta, I confeſs you tell me 


| ſomething 1 did not know before. Do you ſpeak: in 


ſerious ſadneſs? Are Men given to die, if their Miſtreſ- 
ſes are ſour to em? | | 
Flip. Um — I can't fay they all die No, I 

can't ſay they do; but truly, I believe it wou'd go ve- 
ry hard with the Colonel. | | | 

Cor. Lard, 1 would not have my hands in Blood for 
Thouſands ; and therefore Flippania =— if you'll en- 
courage Me ao— | 60 PP 

Flip. O by all means an Anfwer, _ 

Cor, Well, ſince you ax it then, I'll e'en in and do 
it, tho* I proteſt to you (leſt you ſhould think me too 


forward now) he's the only Man that wears a Beard, 


I'd ink my Fingers for. May be if I marry him in 


a Year or two's time I mayn't be ſo nice. [Aſide. 
| ; [Exit Corinna. 
Flippanta ſola. 


Now Heaven give him Joy; he's like to have a rare 
Wif- o'thee. But where there's Money, a Man has 
a Plaiſter to his Sore. They have a bleſſed time on't, 
who marry for Love. See! —— here comes an Ex- 
ample -— A4raminta's dread Lord. 
Enter Money-trap. | 
Mon. Ah, Flippanta! How do you do, good Flp- 
a? How do you do? 4 
Flip. Thank you, Sir, well, at your Service. 
| Men. And how does the good Family, your Maſter, 
and your fair Miſtreſs ? Are they at home? 1 
Flip. Neither cf them; my Maſter has been gone 
out theſe two Hours, and my Lady is juſt gone with 
your Wife. | F 
: Mon, 


8 
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Mon, Well, I won't ſay 1 have loſt my Labour, how- 
ever, as long as I have met with you, Hippanta. For 
I have wiſh'd a great while for an opportunity to talk 
— you a little. You won't take i it amiſs, if I ſhould 

* a tew Queſtions ? 
Provided you leave me to my liberty, in — 


* What's this Cot- ene going to pr 


now! Aide. 

Mon. Pr'ythee, good Flippanta, how do your- Ma- 
or” 2 Miſtreſs 5 together? 

11 Live! Why — like Man and Wife, generally 

out of Humour, Cy often, ſeldom agree, 2 
ot one another; and perhaps have both reaſon. 
mort, tis much as tis at your Houſe. 
Mon, Good: lack! But whoſe Side are you generally 


of? 

Flip, O' the right ſide always, my Lady's. And if 
you'll have me give you m nion of theſe matters, 
Sit, I do not think à Husband can ever aw 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. Little, cking, cr ſneaking, ſtingy, eo. 
vetous, cowardly, dire wk Things, ul 

Mon, Ha! x | | 

Flip. Fit for nothing but Taylors: and Dry- Nurſes, | 

Mon, Ha! * Lg packs bring | 

Flip. A Dog in a oger, narling to 
ſtarve Gentlemen with So Stomachs. 0 2 

may Eo OT 

Flip. A Centr upon aſure, ſet to be a eu 
on . poor Women before 2 4 

Mon. A Husband — 

Flip. Sir, 1 ſay, be is nothing. — A Beetle with- 
2 Wings, a Windmill! without * a Jam in Fa 
Calm. 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. A Bag without Money ——an empty Bottle — | 


dead Small- Beer. 
Mon. Ha! 3 r R 8 


0 —— ab 
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Hp. A Lawyer without Knavery. 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. A Courtier without Flattery, 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. A King without an Arm — a People 
with one. Have I drawn him, 

Mon. Why truly, Flippanta, 1 cans deny but there 
are ſome general Lines of Reſemblance. But you 
now there may be Exceptions. 

Flip. Hark you, Sir, Shall I deal 4 a with wh 
Had | got a urban, I wou'd put him in mind; that 
* was marry'd as well as J. 

Sings. 
Lf pack 1 thy abi 4474 „ Wiſe, 
| ew too fond of his Power, 
mY ſhow's 1511 os a Aſs all his Life, 
Let when him in an Hour. 
Tai lol lara tol tol, o. Do you obſervs that, 

Mon. I do: and think you wou'd be in che right 
on't, But, pr'ythee, why doſt not give this Advice to 
thy Miftreſs ? 

Flip. For fear 8 round to your Wife, Sir, 

y- fellows. 

Moen. O, there“ no danger of my Wife; ſhe knows 
I'm none ofthoſe Husbands. 

Flip. are you ſure ſhe knows that, Sir? | 

Aen. I'm fure ſhe ought ro know it, Fliypants, for 
really I have — _ Faults in the World. | 

Flip. And, may they be? 

An. Why, 1's * Alte ovealy, 1 ſhift but once 
a Week. 

Flip. Fough! 

Aon. I am ſometimes out of Humour. 

N. Provoking? ? 

Mon. I don't give * fo much Money s ſhe'd have. 

Flip. Inſolent! 

Mon. And —— perhaps 1 mayn'r be quite fo 
* as J was, ] 

es Flip: 
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Mon. O, but then confider how tis on her fide; 
Flippanta. She ruins me with mo is always out 


= Humour, ever wanting Money, and will never be 
older. | e 

Flip. That laſt Article, I muſt confeſs, is a linle hard 
upon you. 


Mon. Ah, anta, did'ſt thou but know the daily 
Provocations I have, thou'dſt be the firff to excuſe my 
Faults. But now I think on't —— Thou art none of 
my : thou doft not love me ar all; ms, not 
at a | s 
| And whither is this little Reproach goh 
2 now? | =” 
Mon. You have Power over your fair Miſtreſs, Flip- 
panta. 1 
Flip. Sir! 
| Mew. But what then F you hate me: 
Flip. I underſtand you not. 
Mon. There's not a moment's Trouble her 
Husband gives her, but I feel ſit too. 
Flip. I don't know what you mean. | 
Aon. If ſhe did but know what part I take 
Zuffer ing 5 
Flip. Mighty obſcure. | 
Mon, Well, I'll ſay no more; but —— 
Flip. All Hebrew. | nd 
Mon. If thou wou dſt but tell her on't. 
Flip. Sti!] darker and darker. _ 


ae 
in ber 


Mon, I ſhou'd not be ungrateful. | 
Flip. Ah, now I begin to underſtand you. 

Men. Flippanta ———— there's my Purſe, h 

Flip, Say no more; now you explain, indeed 
You are in Love? e : | 
Mon. Bitterly and I do ſwear by all the Gods — 

Flip, Hold —— Spare em for another time, yon 
Rand in no need of em now. An Uſurer that parts with 
his Purſe, gives ſufficient Proof of his Sincerity, .  - 
+ Mon, 1 hate my Wife, Flppan ag. 

Flip. That we'll take upon your bare word, 
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Mon. She's the Devil, Flippanta, 

Flip, Lou like your Neighbour's better. 
Mos. Oh! —— 2 Angel! ne | | 
Flip. What pity it is the Law don't alloy trucking! 
Mon. If it did, Flippanta!- ; 

Flip. But ſince it don't, Sir keep the Reins 
upon your Paſſion: Don't let your Flame rage too high, 
leſt my Lady ſhou'd be ervel, and it ſhould dry you 
up to a Mummy. 15 

Aon. Tis impoſſible ſhe can be ſo barbarous, to let 
me die, Alas, Flippants, a very ſmalt matter wou'd 
ſave my Life. 8 we Fs Sie | 

Flip. Then y'are dead for we Women never 

_ any thing to a Man who will be ſatisfied with a 

ittle. : | | 
Mon. Dear Flippanta, that was only my Modeſty , 
but ſince you'll have it out I am a very Dragon: 
And ſo your Lady'll find if ever ſhe thinks fitto 
Now I hope you'll ſtand my Friend. 

Flip. Well, Sir, as far as my Credit goes, it ſhall be 
employ'd in your Service. 8 

Mon. My beſt Flippanta — tell her I'm all 
hers — tell her my Body's hers ——— tell 
be. my Soul's hers and tell her my 
ones hers. Lard have mercy upon me, how I'min 

ve! | 
Flip. Poor Man! what a Sweat he's in! Buthark — 
I hear my Maſter; for Heaven's ſake compoſe yourſelf 
a little, you are in ſuch a Fit, o' my Conſcience he'l! 
ſmell you our. ys 

Mon. Ah dear, I'm in ſuch an Emotion, I dare not 
be ſeen; put me in this Cloſet for a moment. 

Flip. Cloſer, Man! it's too little, your Love wou'd 
ſtifle you. Go air your ſelf in the Garden a little, you 
have need on't, i'faith. Ie puts him out. 
| Flippanta ſola. | 


A rare Adventure, by my troth, This will be curious 
News to the Wives. Fortune has now put their Huſ- 


bands into their hands, and I think they are too ſharp 
to neglect its Favours. "Ix 
wa 1 Enter 
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Gripe, O, here's the Right-band ) the reſt of the Body 
can't be far off, Where's my Wife, Huſwife ? 
Flip. An admirable Queſtion ! — Why, ſhe's gone 
abroad, Sir. 3... - 7 | 1 | 

Gribe. Abroad, abroad, abroad already? Why, ſhe 
uſesto be ſtewing in her Bed three Hours after this time, 
as late as tis: W hat makes her gadding ſo ſoon? 

Flip. Buſineſs I ſuppoſe. 3 

Gripe, Buſineſs! ſhe has a pretty Head for Buſineſs 
truly: O ho, let her change her way of living, or 
I' make her change a light Heart for a heavy one. 

Flip, And why would you have her change her way 
of living, Sir? Lou ſee it agrees with her. She never 
look'd better in her Life. | 


bo 


Gripe, Don't tell me of her Looks, I have done with, 


her Looks long ſince. But I'll make her change ber 
Life, or Wor at ol 
Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. "TL 

Gripe. Why, what ſhall hinder me, Inſolence? 


— 


Flip. That which hinders moſt Husbands; Contra 


diction. 1 3 | 4 
Gripe. Suppoſe I reſolye I won't be contradictedꝰ 
Flip. Suppoſe ſhe reſolves you ſhall? . | 


Gripe. A Wife's Reſolution is not good by Law. 
Flip. Nor a Husband's by Cuſtom.. 9 
_ Gripe. I tell thee I will not bear it. „ 
Flip. I tell you, Sir, you will bear it. ; 462 
Gripe, Oons, I have borne it three Years already: 
Flip. By that you ſee tis but giving your Mind to it. 
Gripe, My Mind to it! Death and the Devil! My 
i 66 | Med 12 wt 
Flip, Look ye, Sir, you may ſwear and damn, and 
call the Furies to aſſiſt you; but till you apply the Re- 
medy to the right place, you'll never cure the Diſeaſe, 
he. fancy you have got an extravagant Wife, is't not 
10 2 
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1 0 Pr'ythee change me that. word Fancy, 
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Flip. Why there's it. Men are ſtrangely troubled 
with the Vapours of late. You't wonder now, if 1 
tell you, you have the moſt reaſonable Wife in Town: 
Ard that all the Diforders yow think you ſee in her, are 
only here, here, here, in your own Head. 
| [Thumping his Forehead 

Grips. She is then, in thy Opinion, @ reafonable Vo- 
man ? | 

Flip. By my Faith 1 think fo. | 

Grape. I ſhall run mad — Name me an Extra- 
vagance in the World ſhe is not guilty of. 
mT ny me an Extrayagance in the World ſheis 
gmiity ot. 

} ms Come then: Does not ſhe put the whole Houſe 
in diforder? | 

Flip. Not that I know of, for ſhe neyer comes into 
it but to ſheep. 

Gripe, 'Tis very well: Does ſhe employ any one 


moment of her Life in the Government of her Family? 


Flip. She is ſo ſubmiſſive a Wife, ſhe leaves it en- 
tirely to you. * ; 

Gripe, Admirable! Does not ſhe ſpend more Money 
in Coach-hire, and Chair-hire rhan would maintain 
fix —— 2 ada U . 
Flap. She's too nice of redit to be ſeen dag- 
ling in the Streets. Te 
Gripe. Good ! Do I fet eye on her ſometimes in 2 
Week together? k 

Flip. That, Sir, is becauſe you are never ſtirring atthe 
fame time; you keep odd Hours ; you are always going 


_ Bbed when ſhe's riſing, and rifing juſt when ſhe's com» 


ing to bed. 
Grips. Yes truly, "Night into Day, and Day ſinto 
Nig hr, Bowdy Horde 2 that's hay Trade ; but theſe 
are Trifles 2 Has ſhe not loſt her Diamond Necklace ? 
Anſwer me to that, Trapes. "oY 

— 2 Yes; and has ſent as many Tears after it, as if 
i had been her Husband. | 

Gripe. Ah! the Pox take her ; but enough. 
Tu reſoly'd, and I will put a top to the courſe of her 


Life, 


Money in Caſh! 
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Life, or I will put a ſtop to the Courle of her Blood, 
and ſo ſhe ſhall know the firſt time I meet with her ; 


[Ad-] which tho” we are Man and Wife, and lie un- 


der one Roof, 'tis very poſſible may not be this Fort- 
night. Exit Gripe. 
Flippa ata ſola. 
Nay, thou baſt a bleſſed time on t, that muſt be con- 
feſs'd. What a miſerable Devil is a Husband? Inſup» 
portable to himſelf, and a Plague to every thing about 
them, Their Wives do by t em, as Children do by 
Dogs, teaze and provoke em, till they make them ſo 
curs'd, they ſnarl and bite = every thing that comes in 
their reach. This Wretch we 4 grown perverſe to 
2 e, he's for his Wife's k home, and mak» 
of his Houſe, ſo he may ing! Devil in it, to 
. — her, How niggardly 7g is, of all things 
he poſſeſſes, he is willing, to purchaſe her Miſery, st the 
expence of his own Peace. But he'd as goo ſtill, 
for he'll miſs of his Aim. If I know ber (which L 
think I do) ſhe'll ſet his Blood in ſuch a Ferment, it 
fhall bubble out at every Pore of him; whilſt bers is ſo 
quiet in her Veins, ber Pulſe „ nne 


SCENE, A,. Amlet's Hoaſe. | 


Enter Dick. wy 
HERE, this old Woman? — A-hey. What 
the Devil, no body at home! Ha! her ſtrong 
Box ! — And the Key in't! tis fo. Now Fortune be 
my Friend. What the Duce Not a Penny of 
Nor a Chequer Note! —- 
[ ſearches the ſtrong Box. ]-— 


Nor a Bank Bi 


Nora crooked Stick! Nor a Mum —— here's 
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ſomething — A Diamond Necklace, by all the Gods! 
Oons the old Woman Zeſt, | 
Claps the Necklace in bis Pocket, then runs and 


Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


ray Mother, pray to, cc. 

Aml. Is it poſſible Diet upon his humble 
Knee! Ah my dear Child! May Heaven be good 
unto thee. | | | 
Dick. I'm come, my dear Mother, to pay my Duty 
to you, and to ask your Conſent toꝛoꝗ (! | 

Aml. What a Shape is there! 

Dick. To ask your Conſent, 1 ſay to marry a great 
Fortune; for what is Riches in this World without a 
Bleſſing ? And how can there be a Bleſſing without Re- 
ſpe& and Duty to Parents? 

Aml. What a Noſe he has! 2 
- Dick, And therefore it being the Duty of every good 
_ not to difpoſe of bimfeif in Marriage, without 
thei 

Anl. Now the Lord love, thee [kiſing him.] — 
for thou art a goodly young Man: Well, Dick. 
And how goes it with the Lady? Are her Eyes opento 
thy Charms? Does ſhe ſee what's for her own good? 
Is ſhe ſenſible of the Bleſſings thou haſt in ſtore for her? 
Ha! is all ſure ? Haſt thou broke a Piece of Money 
with her? Speak, Bird, do : Don't be modeſt and hide 
thy Love from thy Mother, for I'm an indulgent Pa- 
rent. | | 

Dick. Nothing under Heaven can prevent my good 
Fortune, but its being diſcover'd lam your Son —— 

Aml. Then thou art ſtill aſham'd of thy natural Mo- 
ther. Graceleſs ! Why, I'm no Whore, Sirrah.- 
Fick. I know you are not A Whore! Bleſs us 


all 


Aml. No; my Reputation's as good as the beſt of 
em; and tho I'm old, I'm chaſte, you Raſcal ou. 
Dick, Lord, that is not the thing we talk of, Mother; 


" Aml. 
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Aml. 1 think, as the World goes, they may be proud 
of marrying their Daughter into a yartuous Family. 


Dick, Oons, Vartue is not the Caſe —? 
_ _- Where ſhe may have a good Example before 


"Dick. 0 Lord! © Lotd! O Lord! 
- Aml. I'm a Womanthat don't ſo much wo 
an incontinent Look towards e. 

Dick. I tell you, sdeath, I tell you ———: 
Ami. If a Man ſhou'd mike an uncivil Motion - to o me, 
1'd ſpit in his laſcivious Face : And all this you may tell 
them, Sirrah. 

Dick. Death and Furi:s! the Woman' 's Out of her 

Aml, Don't you ſwear, you Raſcal: you, don't you 

ſwear; we ſhall have thee damn'd at laſt, Ir 1 
ſhall be diſgrac'd. 

Dick. Why then in cold Blood hear me ſpeak to you ; 
1 rel} you it's a City- Fortune I'm about, ſhe cares not a 
Fig for your Virtue, ſhe Il hear of nothing but Quality : 

She has quarrell'd with one of her Friends for having a 
better — 6 and is reſoly'd ſhell marry; to take 
Y of her. 

Aml. What a Cherry Lip is there! " 
Dick, Therefore, good dear Mother, now have a care 
and don't diſcover me; for if you do, all's loſt; © 

- ml. Dear, dear, how tby fair Bride will be de- 
lighted ; Go, get thee” _ o: Go feteh her home, 
go fetch her 1 — 1˙1 er a Sack. Poſſet, and a 
Pillow of Down ſhe mall lay her Head upon. So, 
fetch ber home, I fay. 

Dick, Take care then of the main Chance, my dear 
Mother 3 remember, if you diſcover n | 
Anil. Go, fetch her home, I ſay. A 

| Dick: You'promiſe me then 

Aml. Marc 9 

Dick, But ſwear to me 

Aml, Be gone, Sirrang. haMl I 

Diek. Well, I'll rely upon yo But one Kiſs be- 
fore I 80. [x Kiſſes her W and runs off. 


Am, 


r 


Fort. 
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Aml. Now the Lord love thee; for thou art a com- 
foruble young Man, [Exit Mrs, Amlet. 


SCEN E, Gripe's Houſe. 


Enter Corinna and Flippanta. 
Car. Nut hark you, Flippents, if you don't think he 
loves me dearly, don't give him my Letter, afterall. 
Flip. Let me alone. 


Cor. When Le let him ir again. 

Flip. Don't trouble yo —_— 

Cr. And not a word of the Pudding to my Mother- 
in-law. . 

Flap. Enoug . 


Cor. ben we come to love one another to the | 


rpoſe ſhe ſhall know all. 

Hp. Ay, then twill be time. 
Cor. Bur remember — do all ehis now, 
ſo if any Miſchicf comes on't, tis 3 


Flg. 1'll be your Security. 
Cor. I'm young, and know nothing of the matter; 


but you have Experience, fo it's Buſineſs to con- 
1 1 v 
Flip. Poor Innocence! | 
Ce. But tell me in ſerious. Sainels, Flippante, does 
be love me with the very Soul oſ him: 
Flip. I have told you ſo an hundred times, and yet 

vou are not ſatisfied. 

Cor. But, methinks, I'd fain have bim tell me ſo 
.Aimſelf. 

Flip, Have patience, and it ſhall be done. 

Cor. Why, Patience is a Viewez — 9 
COnfeſs—— But I fancy, the ſooner it adone the better, 


Nippanta. 
Enter Jeſſamin. 
Jeſ. Madam, yonder's your Geography. Maſter wait- 


Cor. 
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Cor. Ah! how I am 4ir'd wich theſe old fumbling 


Fellows, 
Ne. Well, don'e ler chem break your Heart, you 


ſhall be rid of them 1 
fo weary of, 


Cor. 2. tis not the Study d Fl; 
odious thing that teaches me. Were the 
Colonel RO — I could rake pleafure in 
learning wy Ons. he could ſhew me. 

Flip. And he can ſhew you a great deal, I can tell 
you that, But get you —— here's ſomebody com- 
mg, we muſt not be ſeen 
Cor. I Will, 1 will, I — the dear Colonel, 


{Renning of. 
" Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


O ho, it's Mrs. Amlet =— W int brings you 
4 155 to us again, Mrs. Amlet? 
1 2 Ab! my dear Mrs, Flippanta, I'm in a furious | 
right 
Flip. Why, what's come to you? 
Aml, Ah! Mercy on n 
Necklace : 
Flip. What of chat? 
Anl. Are you ſure you left it at my Houſe? 
Flip. Sure I leftit! a very ty aged * 
Aml, Nay, don't * ay nothing 
of, T oue It 3 — 
Heay*os wall, At 12 "is I muſt the iLoſs 
2 Ti my Rogue of a Son has laid his Birdlime 
ers on't, | 
Hg Your Son, Mrs. Al! Do you breed 
Chile up to ſuch Tricks arcel Send. ;. 7 
hat ſhall I ay to yon, Mrs, Flippenta: can | 
xa 9 10 He has been a — * Cradle, Dick 
has. "at he has his Deſerts too. And now it comes 
in 1 mayhap. n jane W in 
$ neither X 
Flip. No ill Deſign, "Woman! He's a pretty Fellow 
if he can teal a Diamond Neeklace with à good-one. 
Aml, You don't know him, Mrs. Bippanta, — 
1 that bore him. Dick's a Rogue, tis true, but—— 
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Nip. What does the Woman mean! Yap 
Al. Hark you, Mrs. Flippanta, is not here a young 
Gentlewoman in your Houſe that wants a Husband ? 

Flip. Why do you ask? | 
Ami. 5 of Converſation only, it does not con- 
cern me; but when ſhe marries, I may chance to dance 
at the Wedding. Remember 1 tell you ſo; Ihe am 
but Mrs Amlet. * n | 

Flip. You dance at her Wedding! you! 

Aml. Yes, I, I; but don't trouble Madam about her 


Necklace, perhaps it mayn't go out of the Family. A. 


dieu, Mrs. Flippanta. [Exit Mrs. Amlet. 

Flip. What--- what what does the Woman mean! 
Mad! Whata Capilotade of a Story's here? The Neck- 
lace loſt; and her Son Dick; and a Fortune to marry; 
and ſhe ſhall dance at the Wedding; and She 
does not intend, I hope, to propoſe a Match between 
her Son Dick and Corinna? By my Conſcience be- 
lieve ſhe does. An old Beldam ' 8 


„ _ 
Braſi. Well, Huſſy, how ſtand our Affairs? Has 
Miſs writ us an Anſwer yet ? My Maſter's very impa- 
tient yonder. Gs tare ys lent 12; HU 

Flip. And why the Duce does not he come himſelf ? 
What does he ſend ſuch idle Fellows as thee of his Er- 
:rands?' Here I had her alone juſt now: He won't have 
ſuch an Opportunity again this Month, 1 can tell him 
that. | 3 1 N 9 * wh "i WO - 
- © Braſs, ſo much the worſe for him; tis his Buſi neſi. 
—— But now, my Dear, let thee and'I talk a little 
ol our own: I grow moſt damnably in love with thee; 
doſt hear that? 2 1 
Flip. Phu! thou art always timing things wrong; 
my Head is full, at preſent, of more important thing 
„„ e e e $5 | 
- Braſs. Then it's full of important” things indeed: 
Doſt a'want a Privy-Counſellor? ' 


p. 1 want an Aſſiſtant. 
© Braſs, To do what? 
g Hip. GEE 


Br. aſs 


Maſter; and w 
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Braſs, I'm thy Man — touch. 

Flip. But before 1 venture to let thee into my Project, 
pr'ythee tell me, whether thou find'ſt a natural Diſpoſi- 
tion to ruin a Husband to oblige his Wife ? 

Braſs, 1s ſhe handſome? 

Flip. Yes. 23 | 

Braſs, Why then my Diſpoſition's at her Service, 

Flip. She's beholden to thee. 

Braſs, Not ſhe alone neither, therefore don't let her 
grow vain upon't; for I have three or four Affairs of 
that kind going at this time. | 

Flip. Well, go carry this Epiſtle from Miſs to thy 

4) thou com'ſt back, 1'll tell thee thy 
Bulineſs, | 

Braſs. 1'll know it before 1 go, if you pleaſe, 

Flip, Thy Maſter waits for an Anſwer, 

Braſs, 1'd rather he ſhou'd wait than I. 

Flip. Why then, in ſhort, Araminta's Husband is 
in love with my Lady. „ 177 

Braſs, Very well, Child, we have a Rowland for her 
Oliver: Thy Lady's Husband is in love with Araminta. 

Flip, Who told you that, Sirrah? 

Braſs. 'Tis a Negotiation I am charged with, Perr. 
Did not I tell thee | did Buſineſs for halt the Town? I 
have manag'd Maſter Grie's little Affairs for him theſe 
ten years, you Slut you. * | 

Flip. Hark thee, Braſs, the Game's in our hands, if 
we can but play the Cards. 5 

Braſs, Pique and Repique, hu Jade you, if the 
Wives will fall into a good Intelligence, | 2 

Flip. Let them alone; I'll anſwer for them they don't 
ſlip the Occaſion, See here they come. They little 
think what a piece of good News we have for em. 

Enter Clariſſa and Araminta. 

Clar. Jeſſamin ! here, Boy, carry up theſe things 
into my Dreſſing: Room, and break as many of them 
dy the way as you can, be ſure, ——— O !*art thou 
there, Braſs! What News? n 

Braſs. Madam, 1 only call'd in as I was going by. 
— But ſome little N Mrs, Flippanta has 

been 


Þ me Covrbe ner. 


been ſtarting, have kept me here to offer your Lady. 
Thip my humble Service. | 
Clar, What Propofitions ? 
Bra/s. She II acquaine you, Madam. 
Aram. Is there any thing new, Flippanta? 
Flip. Yes, and pretty too. 
Clar. That follows of courſe, 3 „ 1T 
Hp. Why, Madam, 'you have made a Conqueſt. 
Clar. Hufſy — Bat of who? quick. 
Flip. Of Mr. Money-trap, that's all. 
Aram. My Husband! Ab 
Flip, Yes, your Husband, Madam: You thought fit 
to corrupt ours, fo now we are even with you, 
Aram. Sure thou art in jeſt, Flippanta. 
_ Flip. Serious as my Devotions. 
Braſs. And the crofs Intrigne, Ladies, is what our 
Brains have been at work about. 


Aram. My Dear! TÞ Clarif, 
Aram, My Angel! | 
Clar. My Soul! [ Hmyging one another, 


Aram. The Stars have done this. 
Clar. The pretty little Twinklers. 
Flip. And will you do for them now? 
Clar. What grateful Creatures ought; ſhew em we 
don't deſpiſe their Favours. | 
Aram. But is not this à Wager between theſe 

Blockheads ? 

* 4 I would not give a Shilling to go the Winner's 
ves. 
Aram. Then *tis the moſt fortunate thing that ever 

cou'd have happen d. | 
Clar. All your laſt Night's Ideas, Aruminta, were 

'Trafles coat. 

Aram. Braſs (my Dear) will be ufrful to us, 

Braſs. At your Service, Madam, i 

Clar. Flippanta will be neceſſary, my Life! 

Flip. She waits your Commands, Madam. 

Aram. For my part then, I recommend my Husbanc F 

to thee, Flippanta, and make it my earneſt Requeſt tho! elon 

won't leave him one Halt Crown, Fl 


two 
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Flip. I'll do all Lean to obey you, Madam. 
Braſs. {To Clariſſa] If your Lady ſhip wou'd giveme 
the ſame kind Orders for yours. | h 
Clar. O if thou ſpar'ſt him, Braſs, I'm thy 
Exemy till 1 die. = 1 
Braſs. Tis enough, Madam, I'll be ſure to give you 
a reaſonable Account of him. But how do you intend 
we ſhall proceed, Ladies? Muſt we ſtorm the Purſe at 
_ — break Ground in form, and carry it by little 
ittle? | | Bag 


Clar. Storm, dear Braſs, ſtorm: ever whilſt you | 


* live, ſtorm. | > 
Aram. O by all means; muſt it not be ſo, Flip- 

anta? f 
: Flip. In four and twenty hours, two hundred Pounds 

our piece, that's my Sentence. 3 : 
Braſs, Very well. But, Ladies, you'll give me leave 
MN, to put you in mind of ſome little Expence in Favours, 
will be neceſſary you are at, to theſe honeſt Gentle- 
ber Aram. Favours, Braſs ? 


Braſs. Um — a — ſome ſmall matters, Madam, 


Id muſt be. 

Clar. Now that's a vile Article, Araminta; for that 
uwe] thing your Husband is ſo like mine ; 
| Fly. Phu, there's a Scruple indeed, Pray, Madam, 
two don't be fo ſqueamiſn; tho“ the Meat be a little flat, 

we'll find you ſavoury Sauce to it. Is 
Clar. This Wench is ſo mad. „ 
Flip. Why, what in the name of Luciſer, is it you 
have to do, that's ſo terrible ? 
Braſs. A civil Look only. 
Aram. There's no great harm in that, 
Flip, An obliging Word. 4 
Clar. That one may afford 'em. 
Braſs, Alinle Smile, 4 propo. - 
Aram, That's but giving one's ſelf an Air, 
Flip, Receive a little Letter, perhaps, 
Clar. Women of Quality do that from fifty odious 
| Fellows, : : 4 | 
_ C2 Braſs. 


* 
1 
WH 
- 
| 
- 
5 
> 
1 
* 


- _ a — * 
-. * 4 ny 5 3 # — 
* 4 U . oo—s _ . 


—_— —_— "x 
7 *. 6 4 * oy a: 
F . 3 
. 3 er Fro tn IL 3 > # y 


Wh mY a = —— — 
p ? 6.3 1 2 Ly 
EEC ² U 
ccc 2 So ae © 


4 N A D * == ö 7 
a * 5 1 : 
PT j Y * * a 4 * 
. n 


e 
a ** ee 


Sr 
e, eee is - : 


F 
— 


Disburſements. 


———_— 


; — — 10s Srynte 
0 r 
* CW * 2 S — b 


72 The ComwrEDERACY. 


Braſs. Suffer (may be) a Squeeze by the Hand. 
Aram. One's ſo-us'd to that, one does not feel i 
Flip. Or if a Kiſs wou'd do't? 
Clar. I'd die firſt, f 

Braſs. Indeed, Ladies, I doubt 'twill be neceſſagy 


"to | 


Clar. Get their wretched Money, without paying le 


dear for it. 


Flip. Well, juſt as you pleaſe for that, my Ladies: 


But I ſuppoſe you'll play upon the ſquare with your 
Favours, and not pique your ſelves upon being one 
more grateful than another. 


Braſs. And ſtate a fair Account of Receipts and 
Aram, That I think ſhou'd be indeed. 
Clar. With all my heart, and Braſs ſhall be out 


Book-keeper. So get thee to work, Man, as faſt a: 


thou canſt; but not a word of all this toxthy Maſter, 
Braſs. I'll obſerve my Order, Madam. [Exit Braſs. 
Clar. I'll have the pleaſure of telling him my ſelf; 
he'll be violently delighted with it: Tis the beſt Man 
in the World, Araminta; he'll bring us rare Company 


to-morrow, all ſorts of Gameſters; and thou ſhalt ſet 
my Husband will be ſuch a Beaſt to be out of Hu- 


mour at it. | | | 1 i 
Aram. The Monſter —— But huſh, here's my Dear 
approaching; pr'ythee let's leave him to Flippanta. 
Flip. Ah, pray do, I'll bring you a good Account 
of him, I'll warrant you. | 
Clar. Diſpatch then for the Baſſet-Table's in haſte. 
[Ex. Clar. and Aram, 
Flippanta ſola. „ 
So, now have at bim; here he comes: We'll try i 
we can pillage the Uſurer, as he does other Folks. 
Enter Moneytrap. | 5 
Mon, Well, my pretty Flippanta, is thy Miltrels 
come home ? X K 
Hip. Yes, Sir. | 
Mon. And where is ſhe, pr'ythee ? 
Flip, Gone abroad, Sir. 


My 


7 
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Mon. How doſt mean? | 
Flip. I mean right, Sir; my Lady'll come home and 
20 abroad ten times in an hour, when ſhe's either in 
it. very good Humour, or very bad. | 
| Mon. Good-lack ! But I'll warrant, in general, tis 
ber OE that makes her Houſe uneaſy to 
her. But haſt thou faid a little ſomething to her, 
Chicken, for an expiring Lover? ha! 
Flip. Said — yes, | have ſaid, much good may it do 
5 me. 
ies: Mon, Well! and how? | 
out Flip. And how! — And how do you think you 


o 


one © wou'd have me do't? And you have ſuch a way with 


u, one can refuſe you nothing. But 1 have brought 
and my ſelf into a fine Buſineſs by it. * 
Mon. Good lack: — But, I hope Flippanta 


Flip. Yes your Hopes will do much, when I am turn'd 


out out of doors. 
| as Mon, Was ſhe then terrible angry? 


Man to the matter. | 
pany uon. Nay, tis a tickliſh Point, that muſt be own'd: 
t (eel Flip. On my word is it — I mean where a Ladys 
Hu- truly virtuous; for that's our Caſe, you muſt know, 
Mon, A very dangerous Caſe indeed. | 
Dear lip. But I can tell you one thing — ſhe has an In- 
a. clination to you. 
cout Aon, Is it poſlible! | 
Flip. Yes, and I told her ſo at laſt. - 
aſte. Az», Well, and what did ſhe anſwer thee ? | 
\ram.Y Filip, Slap — and bid me bring it you for a Token/ 
„ | * him a Slap on the Face. 
try u Mon, And you have loſt none on't by the way, with 
|ks. a Pox t'ye. : | . 
Flip. Now this, I think, looks the beſt in the Mod. 
Mon, Yea, but really it feels a little odly. 


ways of expreſſing their Kindneſs, according to the Hu- 
N Cy mour 


Flip. Oh! had you ſeen how ſhe flew, when ſhe- - 
raſt. ſaw where I was pointing; for you muſt know I went 
ſelf; round the Buſh, and round the Bulb, before 1 came 


Flip. Why, you muſt know, Ladies haye different. 
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mour they are in: If ſhe had been ina good one, it bad 

deen 2 Kiſs; but as long as ſhe ſent you ſomething, 
ur Affairs go well. 

Mon, Why, truly, I am a little ignorant in the my- 
ſterious Paths of Love, ſo 1 muſt be guided by thee, 
But, p On be her in a good Humour next Lokas 
ſhe ſends me. | 

Flip. Ah ———— good Humour? 

2 What's the matter ? 

Flip. Poor Lady! 

Mon. Ha. 

Flip. If I durſt tell you all 

Mon, What then? 

FT 0 You wou'd not expect to ſee her in wage gael | 
while 
Aon, Why, I pray? 

Flip. I muſt own I did take 2 an unſeaſonable time ts 
talk of Love-matters to her. 

Aon. Why, what's the matter? 

ww Flip. Nothing. 
=. Men. Nay, pr'ythee tell me. 
b Fi. 1 dare not. 
1 Mon, You muſt indeed. 
N 3 when Women are in Pificulties, how 
y think of Pleaſure? 

Why, what Difficulties can ſhe be in? 

Flip. Nay, I do but gueſs after all; for ſhe has tha 
"Grandeur of Soul, ſhe'd die before ſhe'd tell. 

Mon. But what doſt thou ſuſpeK? 

Flip. Why, what ſhould one ſuſpect, where 2 Hu 
+. band loves nothing but getting of Money, r Wife 
nothing but ſpending on't ? | 
Aen. 80 ſhe wants that ſame then? 

Flip. I fay no ſuch thing, I know nothing of the mat 
ter; pray make no wrong Interpretation of what I ſay 
| my Lad wants nothing that I know of, *Tis true 
the has had ill Luck at Cards of late, I believe ſhe hat 
not won once this month: But what of that? 
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- Klip. Tis true, I know her Spirit's that, ſhe'd; ſee 
her Husband hang'd, before ſhe'd ask him for a Farthing. 
Mon. Ha! | | | | 
Flip. And then Lknow him again, he'd.ſee herdrawn'd 
before be'd give her a Farthing; but that's a, help 
your Affair, you know. ! 
Mon. Tis ſo indeed. | 
Flip. Ah well, I'll fay nothing; but if ſhe had 
none ot theſe things to fret hat ꝛqaãäꝛ | 
Flip. I know what you are going to ſay now; you 
are going to offer your Service, bus twon't do; you 
have a mind to play the Gallant now, but it muſt not 
be; you want to be ſhewing your Liberaliy, but twon't 
be allow'd; you'll be preſſiag me to offer it, and ſhe ll 
be ia a Rage. We ſhall have the Devil to do. 
--** You miſtake me, Flippanta; I was only going 
Fbp. Ay, 1 know what you were going to ſay well 
—_ but I tell you it will never do ſ@. If one 
cou find out ſome way now 227 — let 
Mon, Indeed | hope 2 
Flip Pray be quiet —— no but l' thinking 
— bum — ſhe'll ſmoke that tho' let us conſi- 
der —— If one cou'd find a way to — 'Tiz the 
tha niceſt Point in the World to bring about, Me'l] never 
touch it, if ſhe knows from whenee it comes. ye 
| Mon, Shall I try if I can reaſon her Hugband out of 
Hu. twenty Pounds, to make her eaſy the reſk other Liſe? 
Will Flip. Twenty Pounds, Mand - why you ſhales 
t Soul. 
her, it 
and h 


had 
ing, 


her ſet that 2 Card. O0 ſhe has a 
| Beſides, if her Husband ſhould align: 
mat. might, in time, take off her Averſion to kim, aud 
1 far conſequence, her Inclination ta you. Ne, ne, u 
ve never come that way. FR. 6G 
e hat Mon, What ſhall we do then? 5 

Flip. Hold ſtilli 1 have it. I'll tell you what 
you all do, n ito wo add 
Mon. Ay. | | 


84 Flip. . 
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Flip. You ſhall make her —— a Reſtitution o— of 
two hundred Pounds. | 

Aon, Ha! a Reſtitution! Ls 

Flip. Yes, yes, 'tis the luckieſt Thought in the World; 
! Madam often plays, you know, and Folks who do ſo 
il meet now and then with Sharpers. Now you ſhall bea 
{ 


Sharper. 

Mon. A Sharper! . | 

Flip. Ay, ay, a Sharper; and having cheated her of 
two hundred Pounds, ſhall be troubled in Mind, and 
fend it her back again. You comprehend me? 

Mon, Yes I, I comprehend, but a ——— won't ſhe 
ſuſpect if it be ſo much? \ 

Flip. No, nb, the more the better. 

Mon, Two hundred Pound! | 

Flip. Yes, two hundred Pound — Or let me fee — 
fo even a Sum may look alittle ſuſpicious. ay — 
[ let it be two hundred and thirty; that odd thirty will 
make it look ſo natural, the Devil won't find it out. 

Mon. Ha! 5 
- Flip. Pounds, too, look I don't know how; Guineas | 
I fancy were better ay, Guineas, it ſhall be Guineas, 
You are of that mind, are you not? N 

Mon, Um — a Guinea you know, Flippanta, is —— 

Flip. A thouſand times genteeler, you are certainly 
in the right on't; it ſhall be as you ſay, two hundred 
and thirty Guineas. 

Mon, Ho well, if it muſt be Guineas, let's ſee, 
two hundred Guineas. 5 | 
Flip. And thirty; two hundred and thirty: If you 
miſtake the Sum, you ſpoil all. So go put them in a 
Purſe, while it's freſh in your Head, and ſend: 'em to 
me with a penitential Letter, deſiring 1'l do you the 
favour to reſtore them to her. 15 
Mon. Two hundred and thirty Pounds in a Bag! 

Flip. Guineas, I ſay, Guineas, 

Mon, Ay, Guineas, that's true, But, Flippanta, it 
the don't know they come from me, then I give my 
Money for nothing, you know, 1 

Flid. WW © 
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Flip. Phu, leave that to me, I' manage the Stock for 
you; I'll make it produce ſomething, Il warrant you. 
Mon, Well, Flippanta, tis a great Sum indeed; but 


I go try what I can do for her, You ſay, two * 


dred Guineas in a Porſe ? 
Flip. And thirty; if the Man's in his Senſes, 
Mon. And thirty, is true, I always forget that thirty, 
[Exit Mon. 

Flip. So, get thee gone, thou art a rare * i faith. 
Braſs ! — it's thee, is't not? 

Enter Braſs. | 

Braſs. It is, Huſwife. wat” matters? I "Raid til 
thy Gentleman was gone done any thing to- 
wards our common Purſe ? 

Flip. I think 1 have; he's going to make us a Reſti- 
tution of two or three hundred Pounds. 

Braſs. A Reſtitution! — good. 

Flip. A new way, Sirrah, to make a Lady take a 
Preſent without putting her to the Bluſh. 

Braſs. Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Pr' * 
where's thy Maſter ? let me try if 1 can perfuade him 
to be troubled in Mind too. 

Flip. Not ſo haſty; he's gone into his Cloſer to pre- 
pare imſelf for 2 I have advis'd him to 
with his Wife. 


Braſs. What to do? 
Flip. Why, to make her ſtay at home, now ſhe has 


reſolv'd to do it beforehand. You muſt know, Sirrah, 


we intend to make a Merit of our Baſſet-Table, and 
get a good Pretence for the merry Companions we 


intend to fall his Houſe with. | 
„ ay Bf 2 ſpun, truly, thy Husband will 


— ive your Tongue, you Fool you. See here 
comes your Maſter. 


Braſs. He's welcome. 
Enter Dick. 


Dick, My dear Flippanta ! how many Thanks have I 
to pay thee? | 


Flip, Do you like her Stile ? | 
WS: 1 


— 
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Diet. The kindeft little Rogue! there's nothing but 
ſhe gives me leave to hope, I am the happieſt Man 
the World has in its Care. 


Nh. Not ſo happy as you think for neither, pet - 


haps; you have a Riyal, Sir, 1 can tell you that. 
Dick. A Rival! | 
Flip. Yes, and a dangerous one too. 
Dick, Who, in the name of Terror? 

Flip. A deviliſh Fellow, one Mr. Amlet. 
Dick, Amlet! I know no ſuch Man. 


Flip. You know the Man's Mother tho“; you met: 
her here, and are in her fayour, I can tell you. If he 


worſt you in your Miſtreſs, you ſhall een marry her, 
and diſinheric him, 

Diet. If 1 have no other Rival but Mr. Amlet, I be- 
lieve I ſhan't be much difturb'd in my Amour. But 
can't I ſee Corinna? 

Flip. 1 don't know, ſhe has always ſome of her 
Maſters with her: But I'll go ſee if ſhe can ſpare you 
a moment, and bring you word: Exit Flippanta. 

Dick. I wiſh my old hobbling Mother han't been 
blabbing ſomething here ſhe ſhould not do. 

_ nothing, all's ſafe on that ſide yet, But, 
how ſpeaks young Miſtreſs's Epiſtle ?. ſoft and tender? 

Dick. As Pen can write, 

Braſs. So you think all goes well there? 

Dick. As my Heart can wiſh. 

Braſs. Lou are ſure on't? | 

Dick. Sure on't! | | 

Braſs. Why then Ceremony aſide, 3 on his Hat. 
You and I muſt have a little Talk, Mr. Amlet. 

Dick. Ah, Braſs, what art thou going to do? Wou't 
ruin me? | | 

Braſs. Look you, Dick, few words; you are in 2 
ſmooth way of making your Fortune, I hope all will 
roll on. But how do you intend matters ſhall paſs 
tw'xt you and ime in this Buſineſs? 

Dick. Death and Furies! What a time doſt take to 
talk on't 2. | 


Braſs. | 


Pad amen ras os 


Dee ConFexnirAeQy. 0 
Braſs. Good words, or I betray you; they have al- 
ready heard of one Mr, Amlet in the Houfe, 
Dick. Here's a Son of a Whore! : 12. 
Braſs. In ſhort, look ſmooth, and be a good Prince, 
Im your Valet, 'tis true; Your Footman ſometimes, 
which I'm enrag'd at; but you have always had the A- 
ſeendant, I confeſs: when we were School. Fellows, you 
made me carry your Books, make your Exerciſe, own 
your Rogugries, and ſometimes take a Whipping for 
you, When we were Fellow-Prentices, tho" I was your 
Senior, you made me open the Shop, clean my Maſter's 
Shoes, cut laſt at Dinner, and eat all the Crult. In our 
Sins tog, I muſt own you ſtill keye me under; you ſoar'd 
up to Adultery with our Miſtreſs, while I was at hym- 
ble Fornication with the Maid, Ys in our Puniſh- 
ments you ſtill made good your Paſt; for when apce 
upon a time I was ſentenc'd but to be whipp'd, I cannoc 
deny but you were condemn'd to be hang'd, So that in 
all times, I muſt confeſs, your Inclinations have been 
pou and nobler than mine; however, I cannot con- 
ſeat that you ſhou'd at once fix Fortune for Life, and 1 
dwell in my Humilities for the reſt of my Days. 
Dick. Hark thee, Braſs, if I do not moſt nobly by 


thee, I'm a Dog, 
Brafs, And when? So - 
Dick. As ſoon as eyer I am married. 
Brafi, Ah, the Pox take thee, 
Dick. Then you miſtruſt me } 


Braſs, I do, by my Faith, Look you, Sir, ſome. 


Folks we miſtruſt, becauſe we don't know them; o- 
thers we miſtruſt, becauſe we do know them; And 
for one of theſe Reaſons I defire there may be a Bar- 


gain beforehand ; If not ¶Raiſing bis Veice,] look ye ef 


* 


Dick Amlet——— | ; | 
Dick, Soft, my dear Friend and Companion. The 


thee ? 
Braſs, O ho! 1 
Dick. But how canſt thou be ſuch a Rarbariaa? 


Dog will ruin me, LAſide.] Say, what int will cantent 


k s. a# >: iS 


= 


_ Þrafs, I learnt i ilg | 
raſs, J learnt it as Algiers, Dia. 
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Dick. Come, make thy Twrkiſh Demand then. 
Braſs, You know you gave me a Bank- Bill this Morn« 
ing to receive for you. 

Dick, I did ſo, of fifty Pounds, tis thine. So, now 
thou art ſatisfy'd, all's fix'd, 

Braſs. It is not indeed, There's a Diamond Neck- 
lace you robb'd your Mother of een now. 

Dick. Ah you Jew. 

Braſs.. No words. . 

Dick, My dear Braſs! 

Braſs. I inſiſt 


1 My old. Friend, 


; ; Bos aſs.. Dick Amlet ¶ Raiſing his Price.) L infift, 
Ih the Cormorant —= Well, tis thine : But 
Wen- never thrive with it. 
| Braſs. When 1 find it begins to do me miſchief, 1'!] 
give it you again. But I muſt baye a Wedding-Suit, 
Dick. Well. 
Braſs, Some good Lace. 
Dick. Thou lha'r, 
' Braſs. A Stock of Linen. 

Dick. Enough. 
- Braſs. Not yet a Silver Sword. 

Dick. Well, thou ſha't have that too. Now thou 
haſt every thing. 

Braſs. God orgive me, I forgot a Ring of Remem- 
brance; 1 wou'd not forget all theſe Favours for the 
World : A ſparkling Diamond will be always playing 
in my Eye, and. put me in mind of them, | 

Dict. This unconſcionable Rogue! [ Aſide.] Mel. 
I'll beſpeak one for thee. 

Braſs, Brillant. 

Dick, It ſhall. But if the thing don't ſucceed after 


F 


Braſs. Im a Man of Honour, and reſtore: And ſo 
the Treaty being finiſh'd, I ſtrike my Flag of Defiance, 


and fall into my Reſpects again. [Tating off his. Hat. 


Enter Flippanta. 
Flip. I have made vou wait a little, but 1 cou'd not 


help it, her Maſter is but juſt gone. He has been 
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mewing her Prince Eugene s March into 1tal 72 

Dick. Pr'ythee let me come to her, I'll Thew hen a 

of the World he has never ſhewn her yet. 

Flip. So I told her, you muſt know; and ſhe ſaid, 
ſhe cou'd like. to travel in good Company: ſo if you l 
flip up thoſe Back- Stairs, you * py T 182 can a. 
gree upon the Journey, +» - | 

Dick. My dear Flippanta! © © © 

Flip, None of your dear A eee I be- 
ſeech you; but up Stairs as hard as you can drive. 

Dick, I'm gone. Exit Dick 

Flip. And do you follow him, Fack-a-dandy, and ſee 
he is not RE - 4, — 

Braſs. | thought was your 5. . — 
But i you'l — and keep me in Humour, I 7 
care if 1 ſhare the Duty with you. 

Flip, No words, Sirrah, but follow him, I have 
ſomewhat elſe to do. 

Braſs. The Jade's ſo abſolute there's no conteſting 
with her. One Kiſs tho', to keep the Centinel warm. 

[Gnas her a long Kiſs. }.—— 80. [Exit Braſs, 
Flippanta ſola. 

— naſty Rogue. [Wiping her Mouth.) But, let 

me ſee what have I to do now? This Reſtieution 

will be here quickly, I ſuppoſe; in the mean time 1'll 

o know if my Lady's ready for- the Quarrel- yet: 

N. ger, vonder, is ſo full on't, he's ready to burſt; 
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N but we'll give him vent buy and by E. a witneſs, 


2 Flip, 
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„ 2 


E S NEECER 
SCENE, Grips Houſe: 


eue Corinna, Dick, and Braſs. | 
Nest. * mb fear, I'll give you timely notice. 


{ Gags te the Door. 


Dick.. Come, you muſt conſent, you (hall conſent. 


How ean you leave me thus upon the Rack? A Man 


who loves you to that Exceſs that 1 do. 

Cor. Nay, that you love me, Sir, that I'm ſatisiy d 
in, for you have ſworn you dot And I'm fo pleas'd 

with it, 1'd fain have you do ſa as long as you live, 


fo we muſt never marry. wk 
bat's our Love 


Diet. Not marry, my Dear! why, w 
for if we don't-marry ? 1 
Cor. Ah I'm afraid twill be good for little 
if we do. | | 
Dick. Why do you think ſa F 


Uncle and Aunt, and Araminta and her Husbaad, and 
gy other married Folks: ſay ſo from Morning te 


+" Dick. Oh, that's becauſe they are bad Husbands and 
bad Wives; but in our Caſe there will be a good Huſ- 
band and a good Wife, and ſo we ſhall love for ever. 
Cor. Why, there may be ſomething in that truly; 
and I'm always willing to hear Reaſon, as a reaſonablc 
young Woman ought to do. But are you ſure, Sir, 
tho' we are very good now, we ſhall be ſo when we 
come to be better acquainted? +4, 
Dick, 1 can anſwer for my ſelf, at leaſt. 
Cor. I wiſh you cou'd anſwer for me too. You ſee 


I am a Plain-Dealer, Sir, I hope you don't like me 
the worle for it. 5 
- Dick. 


Cer. Becauſe I hear my Father and Mother, and my 
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Dick, O by no means, 'tis a 6gn of admirable Mo- 
rals; and I hope, ſince you praQtiſe it your ſelf, you'll' 
approve of it in. your Lover. In one word therefore, 
or 'tis in vain to mince the matter) my Reſolution's 
mo and the World can't ſtagger me, L marry — OT: 

ie. | 
Cor. Indeed, Sir, L have much ado to believe you; 
the Diſeaſe of Love is ſeldom ſo violent. | 

Dick. Madam, 1 have two Diſeaſes to end my Miſe- 
ries; if the firſt, don't do'r, the latter ſhall ;-[ Drauing 
— Lare one's in my Heart, t'other's in my Scab- 
Cor. Not for à Diadem, [Catching hold of him.] 
Ab, put it up, put it up. 

Dick, How abſolute is your Command! ¶ Dropping 
| kis Sword.) A word, you ſee, diſarms me. 
Cor, What a Power 1 have over him? [Ad.] The 
wondrous Deeds of Love !—— Pray, Sir, let me have 
no more of theſe raſh Doings tho“; perhaps I maya 
be always in the ſaving Humour. — Fm ſure if 1 had 

let him ſtick himſelf, 1 ſhou'd have been envy'd by all 
the great Ladies in the Town. IA fd. 

Dick. Well, Madam, have I then your Promile ? 
You'll make me the happieſt of Mankind... | 

Cor, I don't know what to ſay to you; but I believe 
Thad as good promiſe, for 1 find 1 ſhall certainly dow. 
Dick. Then let us ſeal the Contract thus. Kies her, 

Cor. Um — He has almoſt taken away my Breath; 


He kiſſes partly: _ 1 
Diek. ark — ſome body comes. [ I 
{Braſs preping in, 
Braſs. Gar there, the Enemy — no, hold yore 
ſafe, "tis Flippanta. « | x 57 
Enter Flippanta, | TEE | | 


nf Flip. Come, ha 


you muſt end it another time, for your Father's in 

motion, ſo pray kiſs and part. TY 
Cor. That's ſweet and ſour, [They kiſs.] Adieu t'ye, 

Sir. * " +» [TEx, Diek and Cor, 


— 
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Enter Clarifla, | 

Clar. Have you told him I'm at home, Flippanta ? 

Flip, Yes, Madam. 

Clar. And that I'll ſee him? 1 3 

Flip. Yes, that too: But here's News for you; I have 
juſt now receiv'd the Reſtitution. 2 

Clay. That's killing Pleaſure; and how much has he 
reſtor d me? = 

Flip. Two hundred and thirty, 

Clar. Wretched Rogue! but retreat, your Maſter's 
coming to quarrel. | 

Flip. I' be within Call, if things run high. Ex. Flip, 

| Enter Gripe. 

Gripe. O ho! — are you there i'faith, Madam your 
humble Servant, I'm very glad to ſee you at home, I 
thought 1 ſhou'd never have had that Honour again, 

Clar. Good-morrow, my Dear, how d'ye do!? Flip 
panta ſays you are out of Humour, and that you have 
a mind to quarrel with me: Is it true? ha!——1 
have a terrible Pain in my Head, I give you notice 
on't beforehand "BS 
SGripe. And how the Pox ſhou'd it be otherwiſe ? It's 
a wonder you are not dead {as a' wou'd you were, 4- 

de.] with the Life you lead. Are you not aſham'd ? 
and do you not bluſh to has 

Clar. My dear Child, you crack. my Brain; ſoften 
the Harſhneſs of your Voice: Say what thou wou't, 
but let it be in an agreeable Tone 

Gripe. Tone, Madam, don't tell me of a Tone —— 
Clar. © — if you will quarrel, do it with Tempe- 
rance ; let it be all in cool Blood, even and ſmooth, 
as if you were not moy'd with what you ſaid; 'and then 
I'll hear you, as if I were not mov'd with it neither, 

Gripe, Had ever Man ſuch need of Patience? Ma 
Midam, T muſt tell you, Madam 


Clar. Another Key, or I'll walk off, 
. Gripe, Don't provoke me. 
Clar. Shall you be long, my Dear, in your Remon- 


Gripe, 


Krances ? 
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Gripe. Yes, Madam, and very long. | 
Clar. If you wou'd quarrel in abreg#e, I ſhou'd have 
a World of Obligation to yov. _ 7s | 
Gripe, What 1 have to ſay, forſooth, is not to be ex- 
preſs'd in abregte, my Complaints are too aumerous. 
Clar. Complaints! of what, my Dear? Have I ever 
given you Subject of Complaint, my Life? 5 
Gripe, O Pox! my Dear and my Life! Ldeſire none 
of your Tendres. 9 95 | 
Clar. How! find fault with my Kindneſs, and ay 
Expreſſions of Affection and Reſpect? the World will 
_ gueſs by this what the reſt of your Complaints may be. 
1 muſt tell you, I'm ſcandaliz'd at your Procedure. 
Gripe, I muſt tell you, I am running mad with yours. 
Clar. Ah! how inſupportable are the Humours. of 
ſome Husbands, ſo full. of Fancies, and ſo ungoverna- 
ble: What have you in the World to diſturb you? 
Gripe. What have I to diſturb me! I have you, Death 
and the Devil ! a | >. 
Clar, Ay, merciful Heaven! how he ſwears! You. 
ſhou'd never accuſtom your ſelf to ſuch words as theſe, 
indeed, my Dear, you ſhou'd not; your Mouth's always 
full of them.  -- 7 ; 
___ Gripe, Blood and Thunder! Madam 
Clar. Ah, be'll fetch the Houſe down: Do you 
know you make me-tremble for you Flippanra {who's 
there? Flippanta / | | 
Gripe. Here's a provoking Devil for you! 
F Enter Flippanta. 1 
Flip, What, in the name of Jove's the matter? | 
raiſe the Neighbourhood, _ | * 
Clar. Why here's your Maſter in a moſt violent Faſs, 
and no mortal Soul can tell for what. * 
Gripe. Not tell for what! „a 
i 5 uh . 9 I — — d him to tell me his 
riefs, Flippanta; and then wears, good Lord! 
how he * ſwear. 15 
Gripe, Ah you wicked Jade! Ah you wicked Jade? 
Clar. Do you hear him, Flippanta / do you hear him? 
a a ** ; & } Fa bo Ti 4 | Fp. 
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Fi:p. Pray, Sir, let's know a little what puts you in 
all this Fury ? 

Clar. Pr'ythee ſtand near me, Fli-panta, there's an odd 
Froth about his Mouth, looks as if his poor Head were 
going wrong, I'm afraid he'll bite. | 
' Gripe. The wicked Woman, Flippanta, the wicked 
Woman. ** 

Clar. Can any body wonder I ſhun my own Houle, 
when he treats me at this rate in it? 

Gripe. At this rate! Why in the Devil's Name 

Clar. Do you hear him again > 

Flip. Come, a little Moderation, Sir, and try what 
that will produce, | 

—— Hang her, tis all a Pretence to juſtify her going 
abroad. 

Clar. A Pretence! a Pretence! Do you hear how 
black a Charge he loads me with? Charges me with a 
Pretence ? Is this the Return for all my;down-right open 
Actions? You know, my Dear, I ſcorn Pretences : 

Whene'er I go abroad, it is without Pretence. 
Serie. Give me Patience. 

Flip. You have a great deal, Sir. 

Clar. And yet he's never content, Flippanta 

Gripe. What ſhall I do? 

Clar. What a reaſonable Man wou'd do; own your 
felf in the wrong, and; be quiet Here's Flippanta has 
Underſtanding, and I have Moderation; I'm willing to 
make her Judge of our Differences. 

Flip. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam: 
ut I tell you beforehand, I ſhall be a litile on Maſter's 

e 


Gripe. Right, Fliepanta has Senſe. Come let her 
= Have I —2 to be in a Paſſion? tell me 

at. 

Clar. Lou muſt tell her for what, my Life. 

Gripe. Why, for the Trade you drive, my Soul. 

Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things rials I know 
Madam does fret you little now and theo, that's true; 
but in the Fund ſhe is the ſofteſt, ſweeteſi, gentleſt Lady 
-þreathing : Let her but live entirely to her own Fancy, | 


„ 


1 


man in the World. 
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and me'll never ſay a word to you from Morning to 
Night. 
G Gripe, Oons; let has but ſtay at home, and ſhe ſhall 
do what ſhe will: In reaſon, that is; | 

Flip. D'ye hear that, Madam? Nay, now muſt be 
on Maſter's ſide; you ſee how he loves you, he deſires 
only your Company: Pray give him that Satiefa Ron; 
or I muſt pronounce againſt you. 

Clar. Well I agree. Thou know'ſt I don't love to 
grieve him: Let bim be always in good Humour, and 
I'll be always at home. 

Flip. Look you there, Sir,, what wou'd you haye 
more ? 

Gripe, Well, let her keep her word, and I'll have 
done quarrelling. 

Clar. I muſt not, however, fo far loſe the _ of 
my Conſent, as to let you think Pm weary of going 
abroad, my Dear: what I do, is purely to oblige you; 
which, that I may be able to perform, without'a Re- 
lapſe, I'll invent what ways I can to make my Priſon 
ſupportable to me. | 

Flip. Her Priſon ! pretty Bird! ber Prifon ! don't 
that word melt you, Sir? 

Gripe. I muſt confeſs I did not expect to fad ber 
ſo reaſonable. | 

Flip. O, Sir, ſoon or late Wives come into : 
Humour + Husbands muſt only have a little Patience: 
to wait for it, 

Clar. The innocent little Diverſions, Dear, at 1 
ſhall content my ſelf with, will be chiefly Play and 
Company. 
_  Gripe, O, VI. find you Employment, fyour Time- 
' ſhan't lie upon your Hands, tho” if you ou have a mind 
now for ſuch a Companion as a —— let me ſe 
Araminta for Example, why 1 ſhan't be againſt her 
being with you from Morning till Night. 

Clar. You can't A1 .. me more, tis the beſt Wo- 


SGripe. Is not ſnhe? 
is. Ab, the old Sar? 


1411. 
Gripe.. 
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Gripe. Then we'll have, beſides her, may be ſome- 
times her Husband; and we ſhall ſee my Niece 
that writes Verſes, and my Sifter Fidger: With her 
Husband's Brother that's always merry; and his little 
Couſin, that's to marry the fat Curate; and my Uncle 
the Apothecary, with his Wife and all. his Children. 
O we ſhall divert our ſelves rarely. 

Flip. Good. | I Aſide. 

Clar, O, for that, my dear Child, I muſt be plain 
with you, Il fee none of em but Araminta, who has 
the Manners of the Court; for I'll converſe with none 
but Women of Quality. A ys. 

Gripe. Ay, ay, they ſhall all have one Quality or other. 

Clar. Then my Dear, to make our Home pleaſant, 
we'll have Conſorts of Muſick ſometimes. | 

Gripe. Muſick in my Houſe! + | 

Clar. Yes my Child, we muſt have Muſick, or the 
Houſe will be ſo dull 1 ſhall get the Spleen, and be go- 
ing abroad again. | 

Flip. Nay, ſhe has ſo much Complaiſance for you, 
Sir, you can't diſpure ſuch things with ber. 

Gripe. Ay, but if I have Muſick — 

Clar. Ay, but, Sir, I muſt have Muſick —— 

Flip. Not every Day, Madam :don't mean, 

Clar. No bleſs me, no; but three Conſorts a Week: 
three- Days mere we'll' play after Dinner, at Ombre, 
Picquet, Baſes, and ſo forth, and clofe the Evening 
with a handſome Supper and a Ball. 
Grippe. A Ball! 5 | 

Clar. Then my Love, you know. there is but one 
Day more upon four hands, and that ſhall be the Dayof 
Converſation, we'll read Verſes, talk of Books, invent 
Modes, tell Lies, ſcandalize our Friends, bepert > 24 
Religion; and in ſhort; employ every moment of it, 
in fome pretty witty Exerciſe or other, 

Flip. What order you ſee 'tis ſhe propoſes to live in! 
A moſt wonderful Regularity ! | 

Gripe. Regularity with a Pox IAſide. 

Clar. And as this kind of Life, ſo ſoft ſo ſmooth, 
fo agreeable, muſt needs invite à vaſt deal of Com- 


pany 


- 


a fright, Chicken. 


| who ſpend the moſt. 


* 
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— to partake of it, twill be neceſſary to have the 
Decency of a Porter at our Door, you know. 
Gripe. A Porter a Seriviner have à Porter, 
Madam! . 5 | 
Clar. Poſitively, a Porter. "FER 
Gripe. Why, no Scrivener ſince Adam ever had a 
Porter, Woman! SON ne 
Clar. You will therefore be renown'd in Story, for 
having the firſt, my Life, n 8 
 Gripe. Flippanta. 1 3 
Flip. Hang it, Sir, never diſpute a Trifle, if you ver 
her, perhaps ſhe'll inſiſt upon a Swiſs, [Aſide to Gripe. 
SGripe. But, Madam | i 
Clar. But, Sir a Porter, poſitively a Porter; with- 
out that the Treaty's null, and I go abroad this Momegtr. 
Flip. Come, Sir; never loſe ſo adyantageous a Peace 
for a pitiful Porte. , £962 954 SORE enn, 
Gripe. Why, I ſhall be hooted at, the Boys will 
throw Stones at my Porter. Beſides, where ſhall I 
have Money for all this Expence? . ' 
Clar. My Dear, who asks you for any? Don't be in 


"CS" 


3 
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Gripe. Don't be in a frighy Madam! But where, 1 
Flip. Madam plays, Sir, think on that; Women that 
lay have inexhauſtible Mines, and Wives who receive 
— Money from their Husbands, are many times thoſe 


* 
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Clar. So, my Dear, let what Flitpanta ſays content 
ou. Go, my Life, trouble your ſelf with nothing, but 
et me do juſt as I pleaſe, and all will be well, I'm 

going. into my Cloſet, to conſider of ſome more things 
to enable me to give you the pleaſure of my Company 
at home, without making it too“ great a Miſery to a 
yielding Wife. : [Exit Clariſſa, 

Flip. Mirror of Goodneſs.! Patern to all Wives! 

well ſure; Sir, you are the happieſt of all Husbands, 

Gripe, Yes—— and a miſerable Dog for all that too, 

perhaps, | 3 
| | | | Flip, 
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Flip. Why what can you ask. more, chan this march- 
Jeſs Complaiſance? | 
I don't know what Ican ask, and yet I'm not 
ſatisfy d with what I have neither, the Devil mixes in it 
all, [hink ; ; Complaiſant or Perverſe, it feels juſt as't did. 
N Why then your Uneaſineſs is only a Diſeaſe, 
Sir, perhaps a little Bleeding and — wou'd re- 
dieve you. 
Clar. 1 ! [ Claxiſſa calls N 
Flip. Madam calls, I come, Madam. Come, be 
2 de merry, Sir, you have 3 word 


Poor Devil. [ Aſide.] Exit Flip. 

Gripe. I don't know that, I don't know that: But 
this 1do know, that an honeſt Man, who has marry'd 
a Jade, whether ſhe's pleas'd to ſpend her time e 
or abroad, had better have liv'd a Batchelor, 


Enter Brafs. 


; wraſe D, 'Sir, 1. ty glad 1 have found vou. 
Gripe. Why, what's the matter, pr'ythee? 

Braſs. Can no body hear us ? 

Gripe. No, no, ſpeak quickly. | 
 \Þraſs. You han't feen Araminta, ſince the laft Let- 
of. I carry'd her from you? 
rie. Not 1, 1 go prudently , I don't preſs things 
Ike your young Firebrand Lovers. 
© *Braſs. But ferioufly, Sir, are you very much in love 
week her? | 

. As mortal Man has been, 

Braſs. I'm ſorry for't. 

- Gripe Why fo, dear Braſs? 

Braſs. H you were never to ſee her morenow? $ 
poſe ſuch a thing, d'you think twould break your 
Heart? ? 

Gripe. Oh! 

Braſs. Nay, now 1 ſee you love . 2 ol you 

= not. 
rife. My dear Friend. 
Bros i'm in your Intereſt deep; you ſee it. 


Grife, 
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TGripe. 1 do: but ſpeak, what miſerable Story haſt 
thou for me ? | a” 
Braſs. I had rather the Devil had, phu—-— flown 
away with you quick, than to fee you {0 much in love, 
as J perceive you are, ſince | SO 

Gripe. Since What! — ho. | 

Gripe. Dead ? | ſabe * 1 

Braſs. No. | 

Gripe, How then? 

Braſs. Worſe. 

Gripe. Out with'c. 

Braſs. Broke. 

Gripe. Broke? 

Braſs, She is, poor Lady, in the moſt unfortunate 
Situation of Affairs. But I have ſaid too much. 

Gripe. No, no, tis very fad, but let's hear it. 

Braſs. Sir, ſhe charg'd me, on my Life, never 9 
mention it to you, of all Men liyi 

Gripe. Why, who ſhoud'ſt thou-tell dt to, but to the 
beit of her Friends? | 
Braſs, Ay, why there's it now, it's going juſt as 1 
fancy'd. Now'will I be hang'd if you are not en 
in love to be engaging in this matter. But-I muſt tell 
you, Sir, That as much Concern as I have for that 
moſt excellent, beautiful, agreeable, diſtreſs'd, unfor- 
tunme Lady, T'm too much your Friend and Servant, 
ever to let it be ſaid, twas the means of your being 
ruin'd for a Woman —— by letting you know, the 
eſteem'd you more than any other Man upon Earth. 

Gripe. Ruin'd! what doſt thou mean? . 
Braſs, Mean! Why I mean that Women always ruin 
thoſe that love *em, that's the Rule. BET 

Grite. The Rule! Mgt 

Braſs. Yes the Rule; why, wou'd you have em 
bi. thoſe that don't? How ſhall they bring that-a- 
 Gripe, But is there a neceſſity then, they ſhou'd ruin 
ſomebody? | 


Braſs, 
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ſupport their Expence elſe? Why, Sir, you can't con- 
ceive now you can't conceive what Araminta's 
Privy-Purſe requires. Only her Privy-Purſe, Sir! Why, 
what do you imagine now ſhe gave me for the laſt Let- 
ter 1 carry'd her from you? Tis true, 'twas from 2 
Man ſhe lik'd, elſe, perhaps, I had had my Bones broke, 
But what do you think ſhe gave me? 
Gripe. Why, mayhap a Shilling, 
Braſs. A Guinea, Sir, a Guinea. Lou ſee by that 
how tond ſhe was on't, by the by. Burt then, Sir, her 


| Coach-hire, her Chair-hire, her Pin-Money, her Play 


Money, her China, and her Charity —— wou'd con- 
ſume Peers : A great Soul, a very great Soul! but 
What's the end of all this? | 132 

Gripe. Ha! 


Braſs, Why, I'll tell you what the end i 


Nunnery. mw 

_ Gripe. A Nunnery ! | 294g 

Braſs. A Nunnery — In ſhort, ſhe is at laſt re- 
duc'd to that Extremity, and attack'd with ſuch a Bat- 
talion of Duns, that rather than tell her Husband (who 
vou know is ſuch a Dog, he'd let her go if ſhe did) 

e has een determin'd to turn Papiſt, and bid the 
World adieu for Life. "WP 

Grite. O terrible! a Papiſt! . 

Braſs. Yes, when a handſome Woman has brought 
Herſelf into Difficulties, the Devil can't help her out 
Of — To a Nunnery, that's another Rule, Sir. 

Gripe. But, but, but, pr'ythee Braſs, but 

Braſs. But all the buts in the World, Sir, won't ſtop 
her; ſhe's a Woman of a noble Reſolution. So, Sir, 
your humble Servant; I pity her, I pity you. Turtle 
and Mate; but the Fates will have it fo, all's packt up 
and I am now going to call hera Coach, for ſhe re- 
ſolves to flip off without ſaying a word: and the next 
Viſit ſhe receives from her Friends, will be througha 
melancholy Grate, with a Veil inſtead of a Top-knot, 


 Grie. 


Braſs. Yes, marry is therez how wou'd you have dem 


[ Going. 


The Cor EDERACYW. 53 
Gripe. It muſt not be, by the Powers it muſt not; 
ſhe was made for the World, and the World was made 


for her. * | . 
Braſs. And yet you ſee, Sir, how ſmall a ſhare ſhe 
on's, | 


Gripe, Poor Woman! Is there no way to ſave her? 
Braſs. Save her! No, how can ſhe be ſav'd? Why 
ſhe owes above five hundred Pound, 4 
Gripe, Oh! — oy 
| Braſs. Five hundred Pound, Sir; ſhe's like to be 
ſav'd indeed. Not but that I know them in this 


3 Town wou'd give me one of the five, if I would per- 
a ſuade her to accept of th'other four: Bur ſhe had for- 
t bid me mentioning it to any Soul living; and 1 have 


diſobey'd her only to you; and ſo I'll go 
and call a Coach. Eo | 
q Grite. Hold ——doſt think, my poor Braſs, one 
; might not order it ſo, as to compound thoſe Debts 
for for twelve Pence in the Pound? 
Braſs. Sir, d'ye hear? I have already try'd em with 
ten Shillings, and not a Rogue will prick up his Ear at 
it, Tho” after all, for three hundred Pounds all in 
glittering Gold, I cou'd ſer their Chaps a watering. 
But where's that to be had with Honour? there's the 
thing, Sir I'll go and call a Coach. : 
Gripe, Hold, once more: I have a Note in my Clo- 
| ſet of two hundred, ay — and fifty, 1'll go and give 
it her my ſelf. 
Braſs. You will; very genteel truly. Go, flap daſh, 


* and offer a Woman of her Scruples, Money! bolt in 
p her Face: why, you might as well offer her a Scor- 
ir, pion, and ſhe'd as ſoon touch it. n 

tle Gripe. Shall I carry it to her Creditors then, and 
up treat with them ? | | Gd [it 50 
re- Braſs. Ay, that's à rare Thought. 

ext Gripe. Is not it, Braſs? ß; A AQ 

ha Braſ;. Only one little Inconvenience by the way. 

ot, Gripe, As how? 8 

ng. Braſs, That they are your Wife's Creditors as well as 


ite, bers; and perhaps it might not by altogether * | 
a ec wy * r 
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ſee you clearing the Debts of your Neighbour's Wife, 
and leaving thoſe of your own unpaid. 44 
Gripe, Why that's true now. | 
Braſi. I'm wiſe you fee, Sir. 
Gripe. Thou art; and I'm but a young Lover: But 
what no mo > — * — | | 
Braſs, Why I'm thinking, if you give me the 
hes ou ſee; and that I promiſe to give you an 
account of it | 
Gripe. Ay, but look you, Braſs ͤ⸗⁰ 
Braſs. But look you! -— Why what, d'ye think 
I'm a Pick-pocket ? D'ye think | intend to run away 
with your Note ? your paltry Note. 
Grips. I don't ſay ſo — I ſay only that in caſe 
Braſs. Caſe, Sir! there's no Caſe but the Caſe 1 
have put you; and ſince you heap Caſes upon Caſes; 
where there is but three hundred raſcally Pounds in 
the Caſe I'll go and call a Coach. {OS 
Gripe. Pr'ythee don't be fo teſty; come, no more 
words, follow me to my Cloſet, and I'll give thee the 
Money. 2885 
draft. A terrible Effort you make indeed; you are ſo 
much in love, Wits are all upon the wing, juſt a 
going; and for three hundred Pounds you put a ſtop 
ro their flight: Sir, your Wits are worth that, or your 
Wits are worth nothing. Come away. i 
Gripe. Well, ſay no more, thou ſhalt be ſatisfy'd. 


| LExeunt. 
Euter Dick. 
Braſs! S't 
Re- enter Braſs. 


Dick. $'t 


Braſs. Well, Sir! 

Dick. Tis not well, Sir, tis very ill, Sir; we ſhall 
be all blown up. 

Braſs. What, with Pride and Plenty > 

Dick. No, Sir, with an cfficious Slut that will ſpoil 
all. In ſnhort, Hlippanta has been telling her Miſtreſs and 
Araminta, of my Paſſie n for the young Gentle woman; 
and truly to oblige me (ſappos'd no ill Match by the by) 1 
they are reſolo d to propoſe it immediately to her Father, 


Braſa 
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| Braſs. That's the Devil! We ſhall come to Papers 
and Parchments, Jointures and Settlements, Relations 
meet on both ſides ; that's the Devil. * 
Dick. I intended this very day to propoſe to Flip. 


| panta, the carrying ber off: And I'm ſure the 
Houſwiſe would Sous tuck*'d up her Coats, * 


march'd. a | 2 
Braſs. Ay, with the Body and the Soul of her. 
Dick. Why then what damn'd Luck is this? 
Braſs. Tis your damn'd Luck, not mine: I have 


always ſeen it in your ugly Phiz, in ſpite of your 


Powder'd Periwi | Pox take ye ———— he'll 
be hang'd at laſt, Why don't you try to get her off 

et? | EY rs : | 
y Dick, I have no Money, you Dog; you know you 
have ſtript me of every Penny. 

Braſs. Come, damn it, I'll venture one Cargo more 
* your rotten Bottom: But if ever i ſee one glance 
of your hempen Fortune again, I'm off of your Part- 
nerſhip for ever — I ſha — — 2 ors _ * 

ck. An impudent Rogue, but he's in po n 
my Eſtate, ſo I muſt — with him. [Aſide. 

Braſs, Well, come, I'll raiſe a hundred Pounds for 
your uſe, upon my Wife's Jewels here; ¶ Pulling one 
the Necklace) her Necklace ſhall pawn for't. | 

Dick. Remember tho”, that if things fail, I'm to have 
the Necklace again; you know you to that, 

| Braſs. Yes, and if I make it „ you'll be the 
better for't; if not, I ſhall: ſo you ſee where the 
Cauſe will pinch. | Tx" deck 
Dick. Why, you barbarous Dog, you won't offer 


Braſs, No words now; about your Buſineſs, march. 
Go ſtay for me at the next Tavern: I'll go to Flip- 
panta, and try what I can do for ou. 
Dick. Well, I'll go, but don't think to — 0 Pox, 


Sir | | Exit Dick, 
Braſs. Will you be gone? A pretty Title you'd have 
to ſue me upon truly, if I ſhou'd have a mind to 
D 2 ſtand 


to 


— 
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ſtand upon the Defenſive, as perhaps I may, I have done 
the Raſcal Service enough to lull my Conſcience upon't 

I'm ſure: But tis time enough for that. Let me 
fee — Firſt I'll $9 to Flippanta, and = a ſtop to 
this Family way of Match-making, then ſell our Neck- 
lace for what ready Money twill ace; and by this 
time to-morrow I hope we ſhall be in poſſeſſion of 
t'other Jewel here; a —— Jewel, as ſhe's ſet in 
Gold : I believe for Stone it ſelf we may part 
with't again to a Friend for a Teſter. [Exit, 


— 
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SCENE, Gripe's Honſe 


Enter Braſs and Flippanta. 
Braſs. wW ELL, you agree I'm in the right, don't 
| vou? Lo” 
Flip. I don't know, if your Maſter has. the Eſtate he 
talks of, why not do'c all above-board ? Well, tho“ I 
am not much of his Mind, I'm much in his Intereſt, and 
will therefore endeavour to ſerve him in his own way. 
Braſs. That's kindly ſaid, my Child, and I believe I 
ſhall reward thee one of theſe Days, with as pretty a 
Fellow to thy Husband for't, as 
Flip. Hold your prating, Jackadandy, and leave me 
to my Buſineſs. + | l | 
Braſs, I obey ——adieu [ Kiſſes her.] [Exit Braſs, 
Flip. Raſcal! h 
1 Enter Corinna. 
Cor. Ah, Flippanta, I'm ready to ſink down, my 
Legs tremble under me, my dear Flippy. 
Flip, And what's the Aﬀiir? | 
Cor. My Father's there within, with my Mother and 
Araminta; I never ſaw him in ſo good a Humour is 


my Life. 


ſs. 


I 
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Flip. And is that it that frightens you ſo? 

Cor. Ah, Flippanta, they are juſt going to ſpeak to 
him, about my marrying the Colonel, „ 

Flip. Are they ſo? ſo much the worſe; they're too 
haſt y. BA” "_ 
oh. O no, not a bit; I ſlipt out on purpoſe, you 


muſt know, to give em an opportunity; wou'd *twere- 


done Ronny. | : | 

Flip. I tell you no; get you in again immediately, 
and prevent it. | T 

Cor. My Dear, Dear, I am not able; I never was 
in ſuch a way before. | | 

Flip. Never in a way to be marry'd before, ha? is: 
not that it? . 

Cor. Ah, Lord, if I'm thus before I come to'r, Fl 
panta, what ſhall 1 be upon the very ſpot ? Do but 
fee] with what a thumpaty thump it goes. 

[Putting her Hand to her Heart. 

Flip, Nay, it does make a filthy buſtle, that's the- 
truth on't, Child. But I believe I ſhall make it leap: 
another way, when 1 tell you, I'm cruelly afraid your 
Father won't conſent, after all. | | 

Cor, Why, he won't be the Death o'me; will he? 

Flip. I don't know, old Folks are cruel; but we'll 


have a Trick for him. Braſs and I have been \conſulr- 


ing upon the Matter, and „ he upon a ſurer way of: 
dalag it in ſpite of his Tes . ny | iy 
Cor. Ay, marry, Sir, that were ſomething... . 
Flip, But then he muſt not know a word of any 
thing towards it. 1 a 
Cor. N 9, no, | 
Flip. So, get you in immediately, 
Cor. One, two, three and away. 
Flip. And prevent your Mother's f. 
Cor, But is other way ſure, Flippanta ? 
Flip. Fear nothing, twill _ 
7 


nd ou. 


rr 
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Flippanta ſola. as a 
Poor Child! we may do what we will with her, as far 
as marrying her goes: when that's over, tis poſſible 
ſhe mayn't prove altogether fo tractable. But who's 
here? my Sharper, I think: Yes. 
Emer Moneytra 
Mon, Well, my beſt Friend, how go matters? Has 
the Reſtitution been receiv'd, ha? Was ſhe pleas'd | 
with it? | | | : . 
Flip. Yes, truly ; that is, ſhe was pleas'd to ſee 
there was ſo honeſt a Man in this immoral Age. | 
- Well, but a does ſhe know that twas | 
Flip. Why, you muſt know I begun to ber 2 
little oe ofa ide, and —— and — 2 lo 
fhe begun to put on a ſort of a ſevere, haughty, re- l 
ſerv'd, angry, forgiving Air. But ſoft; here ſhe comes: | 
You'll ſee how you ſtand wich her preſently : But don't 


be afraid. Courage. f 
Aen. He, hem. n 2 9 
* Enter Clarif, If | 
'Tis no ſmall piece of god Fortune, Madam, to find n 
you at home: I have often endeavour'd it in vain; | 


Clar. Twas then unknown to me, for if I cou'd often 
receive the Viſitsof ſo good a Friend at home, 1 ſhou'd 
be more reaſonably blam'd for being ſo much abroad. 

Mon. Madam, you make me N 

Clar. You are the Man of the World whoſe Com- 
pany I think is moſt to be deſit' d. I don't compli- 

ment you when I tell you fo, I aſſure you, "© 

Mon, Alas, Madam, your poor humble Servant. 
Clar. My poor bumble Servant however (wich all 
the Eſteem I have for him) ſtands ſuſpected with me 
for a vile Trick, I doubt he has play d me, which if 
I could prove upon him, I'm afraid 1 ſhou'd puniſh 
| Sau; hope, Madam, you'll believe I am not ca- 
Clar. Look you, look you, you are capable of what- 


ther you pleaſc, you have a great deal of Wit, . 


ry 


x 
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how to give a nice and gallant turn to every thing; 


but if you will have me continue your Friend, you- 
muſt leave me in ſome Uncertainty in this matter. 

Mon. Madam, I do then proteſt to uu 

Clar. Come proteſt nothing about it, I am bur too 
penetrating, as you may perceivez but we ſometimes 
ſhut our Eyes, rather than break with our Friends; for 
2 thorovgh knowledge of the Truth of this buſineſs, 
wou'd make me very ſeriouſſy angry. | 
Mon. 'Tis very certain, Madam, that — 

Clar. Come, ſay no more on't, I beſeech you, for © 
I'm in. good deal of heat while I but think on't; if 
you'll walk in, VIl-follow you preſently. 

Mon. Your Goodneſs, Madam, is | 

Flip. War, Horſe. [Ade to Moneytrape 
No fine Speeches, you'll ſpoil all. | SRL 

Mon. Thou art a moſt incomparable Perſon. -  ' 

Flip. Nay, it goes rarely; but get you in, and le 
fay a little fomething to my Lady for you, while [he's 
warm. 

Mon, But S't Flippanta, how long do'ſt think ſhe- 
Flip. Phu, not a Twelvemonth. 
Mon. Boo. N | ters | , 

Flip. Away, I fay. © Puſhing him out. 

Clar. de one? What o Wointh is? he never” 
was quite' a Beaft before. | | 
Flip. Poor Mortal, his Money's finely laid out truly. 

Clar. I ſuppoſe there may have been much fuch ano- 
ther Scene within between Arama and my Dear: 
But J left him ſo inſupportably brisk, te he 
can have parted with any Money : I'm a Brafs has 
not ſucceeded as thou haſt done, Flipparme. T 

Flip, By my Faith but he has, and better too; he 
ents his humble Duty to Aramima, and has ſent 
— this. Ft [Shewmy the Neve. 
_ Clay, A Bill from my Love for two hundred and 
fifty Pounds. The Monſter! he wou'd nor part with 
ten to ſave his lawful r everlaſting 2 

; 4 | Flip, 


— 
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Flip. Never complain of his Avarice, Madam, 
as you have his Money. 


as long 


Clar. But is not he a Beaſt, Flippanta? methinks the | 


Reſtitution look'd better by half. 
Flip. Madam, the Man's Besſt enough, that's cer. 

rain; but which way will you go to receive his beaſtly 

Money, for | muſt not- appear withhis Note? 

Clar. That's true; why ſend for Mrs. Amlet; that's 
a mighty uſeful Woman, that Mrs. Amler. 

_ Marry is ſhez we ſhou'd have been baſely 
puzzled how to diſpoſe of the Necklace without her, 
'twou'd have been dangerous offering it to Sale. 

Clar. It wou'd fo, for 1 know your Maſter has 
been laying. out for't amongſt the Goldſmiths. But 
1 ſtay here too long, I muſt in and coquet it a little 
more to my Lover, Araminta will get Ground on me 
elſe. | [Exit Clariſſa, 

Flip. And I'll go ſend for Mrs. Amlet. 


[Exit Flippanta, 
SCENE opens. 


Areminta, Corinna, Gripe, and Moneytrap at 4 Tea- 
Table, very gay and laughing. Clariſſa comes in to em. 


Omnes, Ha! ha! ha! ha! | ; 

Mon, Mighty well, O mighty well indeed! 

Clar. Save you, ſave you good Folks, you are all in 
rare Humour methinks. | Y | 
4 Why, what ſhou'd we be otherwiſe for, Ma- 

m? | | 
Clar. Nay, I don't know, not I, my Dear; but 1 
han't had the happineſs of ſeeing you ſo ſince our 
Honey Moon was over, I think. 

- Gripe, Why to tell you the truth, 


my Dear, ttis the 


Clar, 


= 2 thing 


4 
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Clar. Nay, and what's more, you muſt know, he*' a 
never to be otherwiſe henceforwards; we have come 


to an Agreement about it. 


Mon. Why, here's my Love and I have been upon 
juſt ſuch another Treaty too. 

Aram. Well, ſure there's ſome very peaceful Star 
rules at preſent. Pray Heaven continue its Reign. 

Mon, Pray do you continue its Reign, you Ladies; 
for 'tis all in your power. Rn at Clariſſa. 

Go My Neighbour Moneytrap ſays true, atleaſt I'll 
confeſs frankly | Ogling Araminta} tis in one Lady's 

wer to make me the beſt-humour'd Man on Earth. 

Mon. And I'll anſwer for another, that has the ſame” 
over me. T [OglingClaridda.. 

Clar, Tis mighty fine, Gentlemen, mighty civil 
Nusbands indeed. 

Gripe, Nay, what I ſay's true, and ſo true, that all 
Quarrels- being now at an end, I am willing, if you 
pleaſe, to diſpenſe with all that fine Company we talk d. 
of to-day, be content with the friendly Converſation: 


| of our two good Neighbours here, and ſpend all my. 


toying Hours alone with my ſweet Wife. | 
Mon. Why, truly, I think now, if theſe good Wo- 
men pleas d, we might make up the prettieſt little neigh-- 
bourly Company, between our two Families, and ſet a 
dehance to all the impertinent People in the World. _ 
Clar. The Raſcals! | [Aſidi. 
Aram. Indeed I doubt you'd ſoon grow weary, if 
we grew fond, 1 1 5 
Grite, Never, never, for our. Wives have Wit, Neigh- 
bour, and that never palls. 5 
Clar, And our Husbands have Generoſity, Araminta, 
and that ſeldom palls. £ 
Gripe. So, that's a wipe for me now, becauſe I did 
tot give her a New- year's Gift laſt time; but be good,” 
and Pl think of ſome . N59 rae you, next Tear. 
Men, And perhaps I mayn't forget a Fan, or as good 
bum, Huſſy. 
Clar, Well, upon theſe Encauragements, Aramintas 
nel] try how good we can be, | Dees 
. Grips. 
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Grips, Well, this goes moſt rarely: Poor Moneytray, 
he little thinks whar makes his Wiſe ſa eaſy in his 
es ean but pity Neig Gripe. (ths 

n poor hbour 
Lard, what a Fool — bis Wife and I make of dim! 
* 
Clary. Are not theſe two wretched R 3 | 
Aram, They deed, 8 e Chat. 
are inde to Clari 
Jeſſ. Sir, Here's Mr. Ciip, the Goldſmith, deſires to 
| ſpeak with you. 
Gripe. Cods fo, perhaps ſome News of your Neck. 
Jace, my Dear. 
| Clar, That would be News indeed. 
"_ Let him come in. 


Enter Mr. Clip. 
Mr. Clip your Servant, I'm glad to ſoe you: 
How ds you do? ;ee,'Sir very wall. Y et 
r Serviee, Sir, our Servant, 
Madam -- wy 5 


Go. Horrid Fellow! [ Afede. 
Well, Mr. Clip, no News yet of my Wife's 
ace ? 

. If you pleaſe to let me ſpeak with you in the 17 

e, have ſomething to ſay to you. 
y, With all my heart. Shut the Door after us. 
ao 2 forward, and the Scene ſbuts behind them. 
ell, any News? 

Clip. Look you, Sir, here's a Necklace brought me 
to ſell, at leaſt very like that you deſerib d to me. 

Gripe. Let's ſee't — Vifforia! the very ſame, Ah 
my dear Mr. Clip. 3 iſſes him.] But who brought it 
you ? you ſhoul have ſeiz'd bim. 

Clip. "Twas a young Fellow that I know: I can't 
tell whether he may be guilty, tho” it's like enough. 
ut he has only left it me now; to ſhew a Brother of 
our Trade, and will call upon me again preſently. 

Gripe. Wheedle him hither, dear Mr. Clip. Here's | 
my Nei hbour Moneytrap in the Houſe; he's a: * 
and will commit him preſently. | Clip. 
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- Clip, "Tis enough, 0 

Gripe. ©, Feed Muff 45S 7 5 
— Hold, Sir, I think that's a Gentleman Fav 
looking for. Mr. Clip, O your Servant; What, are 
you acquainted here? I have juſt been at your Shop: 
ks. 1 — ſept here to ſhew Mr. Gripe the Neck- 


Braſs. Why, Sir, do you underftand Jewels? [Ts 

Gripe. } I thought youonſy dealt in Gold. But 1 fmoak 

the Matter, hark you —— 2 word in your Ear 

you are going to play the Gallant again, and 

make a Purchaſe on't for Araminta; ha, ha? ' 
Gripe. Where had the Necklace: 


it's in — with me, and I can help you to a 
Fe on't, | 

Gripe. M Pennyworth on't, Villain? [Srrikes at him. 

Braſs. Villain! a hey, a hey. Ist you or me, Mr. 
Clip, he's pleas'd to compliment? Wy 

Clip. What do you think? on't, Sir? 
Praſe. Think on't, now the Devil fetch me if 1 krſGw 
what to think on't. | | | 

Gripe. You'll fell a Pennyworth, Rogue! of a thing 
you have ſtoln from me. | 
- Braſs. Stoln! pray, Sir — what Wine haye you 
drank to-day ? It has a very merry effect upon you. 
_ Gripe, You Villain; eicher give me an account how 
you ſtole it, or = 

Braſs, O ho, Sir, if you pleaſe, don't carry your 
Jeſt too far, I don't underſtand hard words, I giveyou 
warning on't: If you haw't a mind to buy the Neck- 
hee, you may let i alone, I know how to diſpoſe on't. 
What a Pox! 


Gripe. O, you ſhan't have that trouble, Sir. Dear 
Mr. Clip, you may leave the Necklace here. I' call 


ar your Shop, and thank you for your Care. wy 
Clip. Sir, your humble Seryant.. [ Gorng.. 
Braſs, O ho, Mr. Clip, if you pleaſe, Sir, this won't 
do, [Stopping him.] I don't underſtand Rallery in ſuch 
Matters, | | Clio. 


Braſs, Look you, don't trouble your ſelf about chat; 
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Clip. I leave it with Mr. Gripe, do you and he diſ- 
yute it, [Exit Clip, 


Braſs. Ay, but tis from you; by.your leave, Sir, that 
Lexpe® it. L 2 8 Going aſter him. 
Gripe. You expect, you Rogue, to make your eſcape, 


do you? But 1 have other Accounts beſides this, to 
make up with you. To be ſure the Dog has cheated 
me of two hundred and fifty Pound. Come, Villain, 
give me an Account of 

"Braſs. Account of. Sir, give me an Account 
of my Necklace, or 1'll make ſuch a Noiſe in your 
Houſe II raiſe the Devil in't. | 

Grip , Well ſaid, Courage. | 

Breſs.. Blood and Thunder, give it me, or 

Gripe,, Come, huſh, be wiſe, and III make no Noiſe 
of this Affair. 5 
Braſs. You'll make no Noiſe! But 1'll make a Noiſe, 

and a damn'd Noiſe too. O, don't think to 

Gripe. I tel] thee 1 will not hang thee. 

Braſs, But I tell you 1 will hang you, if you don't 
give me my Necklace. I will, rot me. | 

Gripe. Speak ſofily, be wiſe; how came it thine? 
who gave it thee? | 

Braſs. A Gentleman, a Friend of mine. 

Gripe, What's his Name? | 

Braſs, His Name! —— I'm in ſuch a Paſſion 1 have 
forgot ir. 1 
Site Ab, brazen Rogue — thou haſt ſtole it from 
my Wie: "tis the ſame the loſt ſix Weeks ago. 
Bra. This bas not been in England a Month. 

Gripe. Youare a Son of a Whore. 

Braſs, Give me my Necklace. | 
1 Give me my two hundred and fifty Pound 

ote. 

Braſs. Yet. I offer Peace: one word without P. ſſion. 
The Cafe ſtands thus, Either I'm out of my Wits, or 
you are out of yours: Now tis plain Lam not. out of 
my Wits, Frgo — _ | 
_* Gripe, My. Bill, Hang-Dog, or 1'll ſtrangle thee, 
| „„ [They ſtruggle. 

Braſs: 


> 
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Braſs. Murder, Murder! 


Enter Clariſſa, Araminta, Corinna, Fippants, 
. and Moneytrap, ' 


Flip. What's. the matter? What's. the nn 
Grite. ll matter him. 

Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Braſs ? 
Braſs. Why, your Husband, ee he's in his Al- 

titudes here. 

Grize. Robber, 

\ Jn Here, he has cheated me of a Diamond Neck 


Cor. Who, Papa? Ah dear me! 
| Clar. Pr'ythee what's the meaning of this. great Er 
| motion, my Dear ? 

Gripe, The meaning is that I'm quite out of 


x breath —= this Son of a Whore has got yore Neck- 
lace, that's alL 
Clar. My Necklace! 
t Gripe, That Birdlime there—ftole it. 
Clar. Impoſſible! | 
? Braſs. Madam, you ſee Maſter's a FRA 
that's all, Twenty Qunces of. Blood let looſe, wou'd 
ſet all right again. 
|  Gripe, Here, call a Conſtable preſently, Neighbour 
e Mo 2% you'll commit him. 
| Brafs D'ye bear? d'ye hear? See how wild he 
n looks: how his Eyes roll in his Head: * him N 


or he'll do ſame miſchief or other. 

Gripe. Let me come at him. 

Clar. Hold —pr'ythee, my Dear, reduce a 
a little Temperance, and let us coolly into the Secret 
of this di * Rupture, _ 

Gripe | then, without Paſſion : Why, you mult 
know, "nd I'll have him bang'd) you. muſt know: that 
he came to Mr. Clip, to Mr. Clip tho Dog did—with 
a. Necklace to ſell; o Mr. Clip having notice before that 

(can you deny this, Sirrah?) that you had loſt yours, 
brings it to me. Look at it here, do you know it a- 
gain? Ab you Traitor. | [To Braſs. 
Braſi. 


MD 
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Braſs. He makes me mad. Here's an appearanceof 
ſomething now to the Company, and yer nothing in't 
in the bottom. | TA | 


| Enter Conflable. 
e fur Li is fm ge he 

ecklace.] | | 

Flip. Tis it, Faith; here's ſome Myſtery. in this, we 
muſt look about us. | 

Clar. The ſafeſt way is point blank to difown the 
Necklace. 3 | 
Flip. Right, ftick to that, a _- 

Gripe. Well, Madam, do you know your old Ac- 
quaintance, ha ? | | 

Clar. Why, truly, my Dear, tho* (as you may all 
imagine) I ſhou'd be very glad to recover ſo yaluable a 
thing as my Necklace, yet 1 muſt be juſt to all the 
World, this Necklace is not mine. | 

Braſs, Huzza —— here Conſtable, do your Duty; 
_ Juſtice, I demand my Necklace, and Satisfaction 
of him. e | 
_ Gripe. 1'll die before 1 part with it, PII keep it, and 

kim hang X 


have d. 
Clar. Bur be a lictte calm, my Dear, do my Bird, 
and then thoul't be able to judge rightly of things, 

' Gripe. O good lack, O lack. | 

Clear. No, but don't give way to Fury and Intereſt 
both, either of em are Paſſions ſtrong enough to lead a 
wiſe Man out of the The Necklace not being 
really mine, give it the Man again, and come drink 
a Diſh 1 n | 

Draft. Ay, Madam right. | | 
oF + Oar, if bale addle Head don't 
know your own Jewels, I wich my folid one do. And 
fl with it, may Famine be my Portion, 

Clay. But don't ſwear and curſe thy ſelf at this fear- 
ful rate; don't my Dove: Be temperate in your Words, 
and juſt in all your Actions, twill bring a Bleſſing upon 
you. and your Family. hs 

Gripe. Bring Thunder and Lightning upon me and 
my Family, if I part with my Necklace. A 
7 od 
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Clar. Why you'll have the Lightning burn your. 
| Houſe about your Fars, Dear, if ou go on 
thefe Practices. "MR ahh, * 
Mon. A molt excellent Woman this! [Ade 
Enter Mrs. Amlet. N 
Sripe. I'll keep Necklace. 
Bro Will 1 Then here comes one * 2 
_ Title — it, if 1 han't ; let Dick bring — ET 
as he can. ar. Ami, you are come ina IT 
time, you loſt a Necklace rother day, and 
think got it ? 
Aml. Marry that 1 know not, 1 wiſh 1 ddl. 
Prei. Why then here's Mr: Gripe has it, andſwears 
tis his Wife's, 

Grips. And ſo 1 do, Sirrah— book bers, Miſtreſs, 
do you pretend this is yours ? 
Am). Not for the round World 1 wou'd not fay it; 

I only kept it, to do Madam a fmall Courteſy, that valk 

Clar. Ah, Blippante, all will out now. 


[Aßde to Flip. 
Gripe. Courteſy! | what Courteſy 2 * * 


Aml. A little Money only that Madam had preſent 
need of, 17 to pay me that, and I demand no more. 


'Gripe. How Forfootb, is this true? 
Clay: You are in a Humour at 
>> 4/6 any thing, ſo I won't take 

x. 

Brafs. This damn'd Necklace will ſpoil all our Af- 
fairs, this is Dick's luck again, . 
| Gripe. Are you not alham'd of theſe ways? 
ſee how you are expos'd before your beſt Friends — 5 
dont you bluſh at it? 

. Clay. 1 do bluſh, my Dear, but *tis for you, that 
here it ſhou'd appear to the World, you: _—_ ſo 
bare of Money, I'm forc'd to pawn my } 


8 Impudent Houſwife! 
* [Raiſing his a 
- WP 
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Clar. Softly, Chicken; you might have prevented ill 
this by giving me the two hundred and fifty Pound, 
you ſent to Araminta e en now. 

Braſs. You ſee, Sir, I deliver'd your 
have been abus'd to-day! 

Gripe, I'm betray'd — Jades on both ſides, I ſee 
that. I [Aſiae. 

Men. But: Madam, Madam, is this true 1 hear? 
Have you taken-a Preſent of two hundred and fitty 
Pound ? Pray. what were you tor eturn for theſe Pounds, 
Madam, ha ? 

Aram. Nothing, my Dear, I only took em to re- 
imburſe you of about the ſame Sum you ſent to Clarifa. 

Mon. Hum, bum, hum. | 

Gripe. How, Gentlewoman, did you receive Money 
from him ? T 

_ Clary. O, my Dear, twas only in Jeſt, I knew you'd 
give it again to his Wife. | 

Aml. Butamongft all this Tintamar, I don't hear a 
word. of my hundred Pounds, Is it Madam will pay 
me, or Maſter ? 

- Gripe. I pay? The Devil ſhall pay. 

Clar. Look you, my Dear, Malice apart, pay Mrs. 
Amie: her Money and I'll forgive you the Wrong you 
_ intended my Bed with Araminta Am not I a good. 
Wife now ? 1-46; 5 

Gripe, I burſt with Rage, and will get rid of this 
Nooſe, tho“ L tuck my. ſelf up in. another. 

Mon. Nay, pray, e'en tuck me up with you. 
| | [Ex. Mon. and Gripe, 
| . Clar. Aran. B' » Dearies.. ; 


Enter Dick. | 4 


Cer. Look, look, Flippanta, here's the Colonel come. 

at laſt. ET 

2 Ladies, I ask your pardon, I have ſtay d ſo long. 
t — | 
Aml. Ah Rogue's Face, have I got thee, old Good- 

far-nought ? Sirrah, Sirrah, do you think to amuſe me 

with your Marriages, and your great Fortunes ? Sw 
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haſt play'd me a rare prank, by my Conſcience, Wh 
you Lots Carve Raſcal. what 05 you think will be the 
end of all this? Now Heaven forgive me, but I have 
a great mind to hang ee for't. . 
Cor, She talks to him very familiarly, Flippanta. 
Flip. So methinks, by my Faith. 
Braſs. Now the Rogue's Star is making an end of 
him. | Aſide. 
Dick. What ſhall I do with her? Aſide. 
Aml. Do but look at Hm, my Dames, he has the 
Countenance of a Cherubim, but he's a Rogue in his 
Heart. LE, 
Clar. What is the meaning of all this, Mrs. Amie? 
Ami. The meaning, good lack! Why this all- to- be 
powder'd Raſcal here, is my Son, an't pleaſe you; ha, 
Graceleſs? Now Il make you own your Mother, 
Ves '* 737 | 
Clar. What, the Colonel your Son? EE: 
 Aml. 'Tis Dick, Madam, that Rogue Dick, 1 have 
ſo often told you of, with Tears trickling down my 
old Cheeks, _ bs 
Aram, The Woman's mad, it can never be. | 
Aml. Speak, Rogue, am I not thy Mother, ha? Did 
I not bring thee forth? ſay then. x 
Dick. What will you have me ſay? you had a mind 
| to ruin me, and you have don't; wou'd you do any. 
more ? | 
Clar. Then, Sir, you are Son to good Mrs, Amlet? 
Aram. And have had the Aſſurance to put upon us 
all this while? | * 
| Flip. And the Confidence to think of marrying Co- 
rinna. 25 
Braſs, And the Impudence to hire me for your S er- 
vant, who am as well born as yourſelf. K 
Clar. Indeed I think he ſhou'd be correted. © 
Aram. Indeed 1 think he deſerves to be cudgell'd. 
Flip. Indeed I think he might be pumpft. | 
Braſs. Indeed 1 think he will be hang d. 1 
Aml. Good lack-a-day, Good lack u by there's no 
need to be ſo ſmart upon him neither; If he is not 
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a Gentleman, he's a Gentleman's Fellow. Come hi- 
ther, Dick, they ſhan't run thee down neither: Cock 
up thy Hat Dick, and tell them tho“ Mrs. Amlet is thy 
Mother, ſhe can make thee amends, with ooo good 
Pounds to buy thee ſome Lands, and build thee a Houſe 
in the midſt on't. 

Omnes. How! | 
_. Clar Ten thouſand Pounds, Mrs. Amlet? THER 

Aml. Yes forſooth; tho! I ſhou'd loſe the hundred, 
you pawn'd your Necklace for. Tell 'em of that, Dick, 
Cor. Look you, Flippanta, I can hold no longer, and 
I hate to ſee the young Man abus'd. And fo, Sir, if you 
pleaſe, I'm your Friend and Servant, and what's mine 
is yours; and when our Eſtates are put together, I 
don't doubt but we ſhall do as well as the beſt of 'em. 

Dick. Say'ſt thou ſo, my little Queen? Why then 
if dear Mother will give us her Bléſſing, the Parſon 
ſhall give us a Tack, We'll-get her à (core of Grand- 
+ children, and a merry Houſe we'll make her. 
Vet bey knee to Mrs. Amlet. 
Al. Ah —— ha, ha, ha, ba, the pretty Pair, the 
pretty Pair! riſe my Chitkens, riſe; riſe and face the 
toudeſt of them. And if Madam does not deign to give 
er Conſent, a Fig for her, Dick Why how now? 
Kar Pray, Mrs. Amlet, don't be in a Paſſion, the 


irl is my Husband*s Girl, and if you can have his Con- 
- Fent, upon my word you ſhall have mine, for any thing 
belongs to him. Lo 2 *_ | 
Flip. Then all's Peace again, but we have been more 
yeky than wiſe. 0 he a 
Aram. And 1 ſappoſe, for us, Clariſſa, we are to 
go on with our Dears, as we us'd to do. n 
lar. Juſt in the ſame Tract, ſor this late Treaty of 
Agreement with em, was ſo unnatural, you fee it cou'd 
not hold. But tis juſt as well with us, as if it had. 
Well, tis 2 ſtrange Fate, good Folks, But while 
n live, eyery thing gets well out of a Broil, but a 
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